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rHE HONEST WHORE. 



AcTvs Primvs. SCi«NA Prima. 

Enter ai one doore a Funeraii, a Coronet lying on the 
Hearfe^ Scutchins and Garlands honing on the 
fidesy attended by Gafparo Trebatzi, Duke of 
MillaD, Caftnichio, Sinezi, Pioratto fluello, and 
others at another doore. Enter Hipolito in difconr 
tented appearance : Matheo a Gentleman his friend^ 
labouring to hold him backe, 

Duke. 

Ehold, yon Commet (hewes his head againe 
Twice hath he thus at croffe-turnes throwne 
on us 

Prodigious lookes : Twice hath he troubled 

le waters of our eyes. See, hee's tum'd wilde ; 
Go on in Gods name. 
All, On afore there ho. 

Duke, Kinfmen and friends, take from your manly 
fides 
Your weapons to keepe backe the defperate boy 
From doing violence to the innocent dead. 
Hipolito, I pry thee deare Mat/ieo. 

B 2 




4 The Honeft Whore, 

Matheo, Come /are mad. 

Hip. I do arrell thee murderer : fet downe. 
Villaines fet downe that forrow, 'tis all mine. 

Duke, I do befeech you all, for my bloods fake 
-Send hence your milder fpirits, and let wrath 
Joyne in confederacy with your weapons points ; 
If he proceed to vex us, let your fwords 
Seeke out his bowels : fiinerall griefe loathes words. 

AIL Set on. 

Hip, Set downe the body. 
• Mai, O my Lord 1 
Y'are wrong : i*th open (Ireet % you fee fhee's dead. 

Hip, I know (he is not dead. 

Duke, Franticke yong man. 
Wilt thou beleeve thefe gentlemen % pray fpeake : 
'Thou dofl abufe my child, and mockft the teares 
That here are (hed for her : If to behold 
Thofe rofes withered, that fet out her cheekes : 
That paire of ftarres that gave her body light, 
Darkned and dim for ever : All thofe rivers 
That fed her veines with warm and crimfon flreames 
Frozen and dried up : if thefe be fignes of death, 
Then is (he dead. Thou unreligious youth, 
Art not a(ham*d to emptie all thefe eyes 
Of funerall teares (a debt due to the dead) 
As mirth is to the living : Sham'ft thou not 
To have them (lare on thee 1 hark, thou art curfl 
Even to thy face, by thofe that fcarce can fpeake. 

Hip, My Lord. 

Duke, What wouldd thou have ? is (he not dead 1 

Hip. Oh, you ha kild her by your cruelty. 

Du, Admit J had, thou kill'll her now againe ; 
And art more favage then a barbarous Moore. 

Hip, Let me but kiffe her pale and bloodleffe lip. 

Duke, O fiej fie, fie. 

Hip, Or if aiot touch her, let me look on her. 

Mat, As yoii regard your honour. 

Hip. Honour ! fmoake. 

Mat, Or if you lov'd her living, fpare her now. 

Duke. I, well done fir, you play the gentleman : 
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Steale hence : 'tis nobly done : away : He joyne 
My force to yours, to flop this violent torment : 
Pafle on. Exeunt with FuneralL 

Hip. Mathao thou doll wound me more. 

Mat, I give you phyfick noble friend, not wounds. 

Duhe. O well faid, well done, a true gentleman : 
Alack, I know the fea of lovers rage 
Comes rufhing with fo flrong a tide : it beates 
And beares downe all refpedls of life, of honour, 
Of friends, of foes, forget her gallant youth. 

Hip, Forget her ? 

Duke, Na, na, be but patient : 
For why deaths hand hath fued a (lri<5l divorce 
Twixt her and thee : what's beautie but a coarfe ? 
What but faire fend -dud are earths pureft formes : 
Queenes bodies are but trunkes to put in wormes. 

Mathceo, Speake no more fentences, my good 
Lord, but flip hence ; you fee they are but fits, He 
rule him I warrant ye. I, fo, tread gingerly, your 
Grace is heere fomewhat too long already. STjlood 
the jeft were now, if having tane fome knockes o'th 
pate already, he (hould get loofe againe, and like a 
mad Oxe, toffe my new blacke cloakes into the 
kennell. I ipuft humour his Lordfhip : my Lord 
Hipolito, is it in your (lomacke to goe to dinner 1 

Hipoiito, Where is the body ? 

Mathao, The body, as the Duke fpake very wifely, 
is gone to be worm'd. 

Hipoiito, I cannot reft I*le meet it at next tume, 
Fie fee how my love lookes. 

MathcBo holds him iris armes, 

MathEo, How your love lookes t worfe then a 
fcare-crow, wraftle not with me : the great fellow gives 
the fall for a ducat. 

Hipoiito I fliall forget my felfe. 

Mathao. Pray do fo, leave your felfe behind your 
felfe, and go whither you will . SToot, do you long to 
have bafe rogues that maintaine a faint Ant/ionia fire 
in their nofes (by nothing but two peny Ale) make 



6 The Hone/l Whore, 

ballads of you 1 if the Duke had but fo much mettle in 
him, as is in a coblers awle, he would ha beene a vext 
thing : he and his traine had blowne you up, but that 
their powder haz taken the wet of cowards : you'le 
bleed three pottles of Aligant, by this light, if you 
follow 'em, and then we (hall have a hole made in a 
wrong place, to have Siu-geons roll thee up like a 
babie in fwadling clouts. 

Hipolito, What day is to day, Mathao ? 

Mathao, Yea mary, this is an eafie quedion : why 
to day is. let me fee, Thurfeday. 
'Hipolito. Oh, Thurfeday. 

Mathao. Heere's a coile for a dead commodity, 
sfoote women when they are alive are but dead com- 
modities, for you (hall have one woman lie upon 
many mens hands. 

HipoUto, She died on monday then. 

Mathao, And that's the moil ^Uanous day of all 
the week to die in : and (he was w^ll, and eat a me0e 
of water-grewel on monday morning. 

Hip. I, it cannot be, 
Such a bright taper (hould bume out fo foone. 

Mat. O yes my Lord, fo foone : why I ha knowne 
them, that at dinner have beene as well, and had fo 
much health, that they were glad to pledge it, yet be- 
fore three a clock have beene found dead drunke. 

Hip. On thurfeday buried 1 ^d on monday died, 
Quick hade birladie : fure her winding fheete 
Was laid out fore her body, and the wormes 
That now mud fead with her, were even befpoke. 
And folemnly invited like drange gueds. 

Mat. Strange feeders they are indeed my Lord, 
and like your Jeader or yong Courtier, will enter upon 
any mans trencher without bidding. 

Hip. Curd be that day for ever that rob'd her 
Of breath, and me of blide, henceforth let it (land 
Within the Wizards booke (the kalendar) 
Markt with a marginall finger, to be chofen 
By theeves, by villaines, and black murderers. 
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As the beil day for them to labour in. 

If henceforth this adulterous bawdy world 

Be got with child with treafon, facrilege, 

Atheifme, rapes, treacherous friendfhip, perjurie, 

Slaunder, (the beggars finne) lies, (finne of fooles) 

Or any other damn'd impieties, , /' 

On Monday let 'em be delivered : 

I fweare to thee Mathao, by my foule. 

Hereafter weekly on that day Tie glew 

Mine eie-lids downe, becaufe they fhall not gaze 

On any female cheeke. And being lockt up 

In my clofe chamber, there I'le meditate 

On nothing but my Inf alias end, 

Or on a dead mans fcull draw out mine owne. 

Mat. You'll doe all thefe good workes now every 
monday, becaufe it is fo bad : but I hope upon tuef- 
day morning I (hall take you with a wench. 

Hip, If ever whilfl fraile blood through my veins 
runne, 
On womans beames I throw affe<5lion. 
Save her that's dead : or that I loofely flie 
To th' fhore of any other wafdng eie. 
Let me not profper heaven. I will be true, 
£ven to her dull and afhes : could her tombe 
Stand whilil I liv'd, fo long that it might rot, 
That (hould fall downe, but (he be ne're forgot 

'Mat, If you have this (Irange moniler, Honeilie, 
in your belly, why fo Jig-makers and Chroniclers fhall 
picke fomething out of you : but and I fmell not you 
and a bawdy houfe out within thefe ten daies, let my 
nofe be as big as an Englifh bag-pudding : He follow 
your Lordfhip though it be to the place aforenamed. 

Eoteimt. 

. Enter Fufligo in fame fantqfticke Sca-fuite at one 
doore^ a Porter meets him at another. 

Fuji. How now Porter, will fhe come 1 

Porter. If I may trufl a woman fir, fhe will come. 
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Fuji, There's for thy paines, godamercy, if ever 
I (land in need of a wench that will come with a wet 
finger, Porter, thou (halt eame my money before anie 
Clarifflmo in Millane ; yet fo god ia me (hee's mine 
owne fifter body and foule, as I am a chridian Gen- 
tleman; farewell, He ponder till (hee come: thou 
had beene no bawd in fetching this woman, I afliire 
thee. 

Porter, No matter if I had fir, better men than 
Porters are bawdes. 

Fuji, O God fir, many that have borne offices. 
But Porter art fure thou wentd into a true houfe ? 

Porter, I thinke fo, for I met with no thieves. 

Fujl^ Nay, but art fure it was my fifter Viola, 

Porter, I am fure by all fuperfcriptions it was the 
party you ciphered. 

Fuji, Not very tall. 

Porter, Nor very low, a midling woman. 

Fuft, 'Twas (he 'faith, 'twas (he, a pretty plumpe 
cheek like mine. 

Porter, At a blufti, a little very much like you. 

Fuji, Gods fo, I would not for a duckat (he had 
kickt up her heeles, for I ha (pent an abomination 
this voyage, marie I did it ambngft failers and gentle- 
men : there's a little modicum more, porter, for making 
thee (lay, farewell honeft porter. 

Porter, I am in your debt fir, God preferve you. 

ExU. 

Enter Viola, 

Fu, Not fo neither, good porter ; gods lid, yonder 
(he corns. Sifter Viola^ I am glad to fee you ftirring : 
it's newes to have me here, ift not fifter ? 

Viola, Yes truft me ; I wondred who (hould be 
fo bold to fend for me : you are welcome to Millan 
brother. 

Fuji. Troth fifter I heard you were married to a 
very rich chuffe ; and I was very forry for it, that I had 
no better clothes, and that made me fend : for you 
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know we Millaners love to flrut vpon Spanifh leather. 
And how does all our friends 1 

Viola. Very well ; you ha travelled enough now, 
I trow, to fowe your wilde oates. 

Fuji, A pox on em ; wilde oates, I ha not an oate 
to throw at a horfe ; troth fider I ha fowde my oates, 
tand reapt 200. duckats if I had 'em here, many 1 mufl 
entreat you to lend me fome thirty or forty till the 
(hip come, by this hand He difcharge at my day, by 
this hand. 

Viola, Thefe are your old oathes. 
• FuJL Why filler do you thinke He forfweare my 
hand) 

Viola, Well, well you (hall have them : put your 
felfe into better faihion, becaufe I muft employ you 
in a ferious matter. 

Fuft, He fweate like a horfe if I like the matter. 

Viola, You ha call off all your old fwaggering 
humours. 

Fuji, I had not (aild a league in that great fi(h- 
pond (the fea) but I caft up my ver)' gall. 

Viola, I am the more forry, for I mud employ a 
true fwaggerer. 

Fuft, Nay by this yron filler, they (hall find I 
^m powder and touch-boxe, if they put fire once 
into me. 

Vtola, Then lend me your eares. 

Fufl, Mine eares are yours deare fider. 

Viola, I am married to a man that haz wealth 
enough, and wit enough. 

Fuji, A Linnen Draper I was told fider. 

Viola, Very true, a grave Citizen, I want nothing 
that a wife can wi(h from a husband : but heere's the j/ 
fpite, hee haz not all things belonging to a man. 

Fuji. Gods my life, hee*s a very mandrake, or elfe 
(God bleffe us) one a thefe whiblins, and that's worfe, 
and then all the children that he gets lawddly of yoiu: 
body fider, are badards by a datute. 

Vio, O you runne over me too fad brother ; I have 
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heard it often faid, that he who cannot be angiy, is no 
y' man. I am fure my husband is a man in print, for all 
things elfe, fave only in this, no temped can move him. 

Fuft, Slid, would he had beene at fea with us, he 
(hould ha beene mov'd, and mov'd agen, for He be 
fwome la, our drunken (hip reel'd like a Dutchman. 

Viola. No lofle of goods can increafe in him a 
.wrinkle, no crabbed language make his countenance 
fowre, the ilubbumnes of no fervant (hake him, he haz 
no more gall in him than a Dove, no more (ling than 
an Ant : Mufitian will he never be« (yet I finde much 
muficke in him) but he loues no frets, and is fo free 
from anger that many times I am ready to bite off 
my tongue, becaufe it wants that vertue which all 
womens tongues have (to anger their husbands) 
Brother mine can by no thunder, tume him into a 
(harpnefle. 

Fuji, Belike his blood, (ider, is well brewd then. 

Viola. I proteft to thee, Fuftigo^ I love him moft 

affedlionately, but I know not I ha fuch a 

tickling within mee fuch a (Irange longing ; 

nay, verily I doe long. 

Fujligo. Then /are with child filler, by all (ignes 
and tokens ; nay, I am partly a Phyfitian, and partly 
fomething elfe. I ha read Albertus Magnus^ and 
Arijlotles Emblemes. 

Viola. Y'are wide ath bow hand dill brother : my 
longings are not wanton, but wayward : I long to 
have my patient husband eate up a whole Porcupine, 
to the intent, the bridling quills may dicke about his 
lips like a flemi(h mudacho, and be (hot at me : 
I (hall be leaner than the new Moone, imlede I can 
make him home mad. 

Fuft. Sfoote halfe a quarter of an houre does that : 
make him a cuckold. 

Viola. Puh, he would count fuch a cut no un- 
kindnede. 

Full. The honeder Citizen he ; then make him 
drunk and cut off his beard. 



The Hanejl Whore. 



II f 



.•/ , 



Viola. Fie, fie, idle, idle, hee's no Frenchman, to 
fret at the lofle of a little fcalde haire. No brother, 
thus it (haJl bee, you mud be fecret 

Fu. As your Mid-wife I protefl filler, or a Barber- 
Xurgeon. 

Viola. Repaire to the Tortoys here in S. Chrif- 
tophers ilreete, I will fend you mony, tume your felfe 
into a brave man : indeed of the armes of your 
midrede, let your fword and your military fcarfe hang 
about your necke. 

Fuji. I mud have a great Horfe-mans French 
feather too fider. 

VtcUa. O, by any means, to (hew your light head, 
elfe your hat wUl fit like a coxcombe : to be briefe, 
you mud be in all points a mod terrible wide-mouth'd 
fwaggerer. 

Rfi, Nay, for fwaggering points let me alone. 

Viola. Refort then to our diop, and (in my hus- 
bands prefence) kide me, fnatch rings, jewels, or any 
thing, fo you give it backe agen brother in fecret 

F^, By this hand fider. 

Vtola. Sweare as if you came but new from 
knighting. 

Fuji. Nay, He fweare ader 400. a yeare. 

Viola. Swagger worfe then a Lievetenant among 
fredi-water fouldiers, call me your love, your ingle, 
your cofen, or fo ; but fider at no hand. 

Fuji. No, no, it diall be cozen, or rather coz, thaf s 
the gulling word betweene the Cittizens wives and 
their mad-caps, that man'em to the garden ; to call 
you one a mine Aunts, fider, were as good as call you 
arrant whore ; no, no, let me alone to cozen you rarely. 

Vioku H'az heard I have a brother, but never law 
him, therefore put on a good face. 

Fufl. The bed in Millan I warrant 
Viola. Take up wares, but pay nothing, rifle my 
bofome, my pocket, my purfe, the boxes for mony to 
dice withall ; but brother, you mud give all backe 
agen in fecret 
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Fuftigo, By this welken that hcere roares I will, 
or efre let me never know what a fecret is : why 
filler do you thinke He cunny-catch you, when you 
are my cozen ? Gods my life, then I were a (laurke 
Affe, if I fret not his guts, beg me for a foole. 

Viola, Be circumfpedl, and do fo then, farewell. 

Fuji. The T(nrtoys fifter I He flay there, forty 
duckats. Exit. 

Viola, Thither He fend : this law can none deny, 
Women mufl have their longings, or they die. Eodt, 

Gafparo the Duke, DoHor Benedidl, two fervants, 

Duke, Give charge that none do enter, lock the 
doores ; 
And fellowes, what your eyes and eares reccdve, 
Upon your lives trull not the gadding aire /' 
To carry the lead part of it : the glaffe, the houre- 
glafl^e. 

Doilor, Here my Lord. 

Duke, Ah, 'tis neere fpent. 
But Do<5lor Benediil does your Art fpeake truth % 
Art fure the foporiferous flreame will ebbe, 
— ' And leave the Crillall banks of her white body 
(Pure as they were at firll) jufl at the houre ? 

Doctor, Jull at the houre my Lord. 

Duke, Uncurtaine her : 
Softly, fee Dodlor what a coldilh heate 
Spreads over all her body. 

Doilor, Now it workes : 
-*The vitall fpirits that by a fleepie charme 
Were bound up fall, and threw an icie rull 
On her exterior parts, now gin to breake ; 
Trouble her not my Lord. 

Duke, Some flooles : you cal'd 
For mufick, did you not ! Oh ho, it fpeakes. 
It fpeakes, watch firs her waking, note thofe lands. 
Do6lor fit downe : A Dakedome that Ihould wey 
Mine owne downe twice, being put into one fcale. 
And that fond defperate boy HipolitOy 
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Making the weight up, fhould not (at my hands) 

Buy her i*th tother, were her (late more light 

Than hers, who makes a dowry up with almes. 

Dodlor He flarve her on the Appenine 

Ere he (hall marry her ; I mud confeffe, 

jfiipolito is nobly borne, a man, 

Did not mine enemies blood boile in his veines, 

Whom I would court to be my fon-in-law ? 

But Princes whofe high fpleenes for empery fwell, 

Are not with eafie Art made parallel. 

2 Ser, She wakes my Lord. 

Duke, Look Do<5lor Benedi^^ 
I charge you on your lives maintaine for truth, 
What ere the Dciflor or my felfe averre, 
For you (hall beare her hence XQ.£ergamo. ■^' 

Inf, Oh God, what fearefuU dreames ? 

DoHor, Lady. 

Inf, Ha. 

Duke, Girle. 
yf^yjnfajic^ how i(l now, ha, fpeake ? 

Inf. I'me well, what makes this Dodlor here I Tme 
well. . 

Duke, Thou wert not fo even now, ficknes pale hand ) 
Laid hold on thee even in the midd of feading ; 
And when a cup crown' d with thy lovers health 
Had toucht thy lips, a fencible cold dew 
Stood on thy cheekes, as if that death had wept 
To fee fuch beautie alter. 

Inf, I remember 
I (ate at banquet, but felt no fuch change. 

Duke, Thou had forgotten then how a medenger 
Came wildely in with this unfavory newes, 
That he was dead. 

Inf What medenger 1 who's dead 1 

Duke, mpolito, alack, wring not thy hands. 

Inf I faw no medenger, heard no fuch newes. 

Dollar, Trud me you did fweet Lady. 

Duke. La you now. 

2 Ser, Yes indeed Madam. 
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Duke, La you now, tis well, good knaves. 

Inf. You ha ilaine him, and now you'le murder me. 

Duke. Good Infelica vex not thus thy felfe. 
Of this the bad report before did (Irike 
So coldly to thy heart, that the fwift currents 
Of life were all frozen up. 

Inf. It is untrue, 
'Tis mod untrue, O moil unnaturall father ! 
^ Duke. And we had much to doe by Arts bed 

amning^ 
To fetch life back againe. 

Do6lor. Moil certaine Ladie. 

Duke. Why la you now, you'le not beleeve me, 
friends 
Sweate we not all I had we not much to do I 

2 Ser. Yes indeede, my Lord, much. 

Duke. Death drewfuch fearefuU pidlures in thy &ce. 
That were Hipolito alive agen, 
I'de kneele and woo the noble gentleman 
To be thy husband, now I fore repent 
My fharpneiTe to him, and his family ; 
Nay, do not weep for him, we all mud die : 
Doiflor, this place where die fo oft hath feene 
His lively prefence, hurts her, does it not 9 

Doctor. Doubtlefle my Lord it does. 

Duke. It does, it does : 
Therefore fweet girle thou (halt to Bergamo. 

Inf. Even where you will, in any place there's 
woe. 

Duke. A coach is ready, Bergamo doth iland 
In a mod wholefome aire, fweet walkes, there's deere, 
I, thou ihalt hunt and fend us venifon. 
Which like fome goddeffe in the Ciprian groves, 
Thine owne faire hand (hall drike; drs, you fliall 

teach her 
To (land, and how to (hoote, I, ihe diall hunt : 
Cad off this forrow. In girle, and prepare 
This night to ride away to Bergamo. 

Inf O mod unhappy maide. Exit. 
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Duke, Follow her clofe. K ^' 

No words that (he was buried on your lives, 
Or that her ghofl walkes now after fhee's dead ; / 
He hang you if you name a funerall. 

1 Ser, He fpeake Greeke, my Lord, ere I fpeake 
that deadly word. (Exeunt. 

2 Ser. And He fpeake Welch, which is harder 
then Greek. 

Duke, Away, look to her ; Dodlor Benedifij 
Did you obferve how her complexion altered 
Upon his name and death, O would t'were true. 

Do6lor, It may my Lord. 

Dtike. May? howf I wifh his death. 

Dodor, And you may have yoiur wilh : lay but the 
word, 
And 'tis a (Irong Spell to rip up his grave : 
I have good knowledge with Hipolito \ 
He calls me friend, He creepe into his bofome. 
And flinghim there to death ; poifon can do't 

Duke, Terfbtme it ; He create thee ehalfe mine heire. 

DoHor. It (hall be done, although the fadl be foule. 

Duke, Greatneile hides dn, the guilt upon my foule 

Exeunt. 

Enter Caflruchio, Pioratto, and Fluello. 

Caft, Signior PiorattOy fignior Fluello^ (halls be 
merry f (haUs play the wags now f 

Flu. I, any thing that may beget the child of 
laughter. 

Cqfl, Truth I have a pretty fportive conceit new 
crept into my braine, will move excellent mirth. 

Fio. Let's ha't, let's ha't, and where (hall the 
fceane of mirth lie 1 

Caji. At (ignior Candidas houfe, the patient man, 
nay the monftrous patient man ; they fay his blood is 
immoveable, that he haz taken all patience (rom a 
man, and all conftancie (rom a woman. 

Flu. That makes fo many whores now a daies. 

Cafl. I, and fo many knaves too. 
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Pio. Well fir. 

Caft, To conclude, the report goes, he's fo milde, 
fo af^ble, fo fufifering, that nothing indeed can move 
him : now do but think what fport it will be to make 
this fellow (the mirror of patience) as angry, as vext, 
and as mad as an Englifh cuckold. 

Flu. O, 'twere aLdmirable mirth, that : but how 
wilt be done Signior I 

Cast Let me alone, I have a trick, a conceit, a 
thing, a device will fling him Tfaith, if he have but a 
thimblefiill of blood in's belly, or a fpleene not fo big 
as a taveme token. 

Pio, Thou (lirre him I thou move him I thou 
anger him ? alas, I know his approved temper : thou 
vex him ? why hee haz a patience above mans injuries : 
thou maifl fooner raife a fpleene in an Angell, than 
rough humour in him : why He give you inflance for 
it. This wonderfully tempered fignior Candido upon a 
time invited home to his houfe certaine Neapolitane 
Lords, of curious tafle, and no meane pallats, conjiur- 
ing his wife of all loves, to prepare cheere fitting for 
fuch honourable trencher-men. Shee (jufl of awomans 
nature, covetous to try the uttermofl of vexation, and 
thinking at lafl to get the flart of his hiunour) will- 
ingly negle<5led the preparation, and became unfurnifht, 
not onely of dainty, but of ordinary difhes. He (ac- 
cording to the mildnefTe of his breafl) entertained the 
Lords, and with courtly difcourfe beguiled the time 
(as much as a Cittizen might do :) to conclude, they 
were hungry Lords, for there came no meate in ; their 
flomackes were plainely gulFd, and their teeth deluded, 
and (if anger could have feiz'd a man) there was 
matter enough yfaith to vexe any Citizen in the woeld, 
if he were not too much made a foole by his wife. 

Mu. I, ile fweare fort : sfoot, had it beene my cafe, I 
fhould ha plaid mad trickes with my wife and family : 
firfl, I would ha fpitted the men, flew'd the maides, 
and bak't the miftrefle, and fo ferved them in. 

Pio, Why 'twould ha tempted any blood but his, 
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And thou to vexe him % thou to anger him 
With feme poore (hallow jeft 1 

Cajl. Sbloud Signior Pioratto (you that difparage 
my conceit) He wage a himdred duckats upon the head 
on% that it moves him, frets him, and galles him. 

Pio. Done, 'tis a lay, joyne gols on't : witnes fig- 
nior Hudlo. 

Caft, Witneffe : 'tis done : 
Come, follow me : the houfe is not farre 0% 
He thruil him from his humour, vex his bread, 
And win a hundred duckats by one jell. ExeunL 

EtUer Candidoes wife^ George, and two PrenHfes in 

thejhop. 

Wife* Come, you put up your wares in good order 
here, doe you not think you, one peece call this way, 
another that way ? you had need have a patient mailer 
indeed. 

Giorge^ I9 He be fwome, (or we have a curft mif- 
treffe. 

/Wifen You mumble, do you mumble f I would 
jrour mafler or I could be a note more angry : for two 
patient folkes in a houfe fpoile all the fervants that 
ever (hall come under them. 

1 Prm. Tou patient i I, fo is the devill when hee 
is home-madde. 

EnUr Cadruchio, Fluello, and Pioratto. 

All three. Gentlemen, what do you lack 1 what id 
you buy t 
See fine hollands, fine cambrickes, fine lawnes. 
George. What id you lacke 1 

2 Prentife, What id you buy ? 

Cq/l^ Where's fignior Candido thy Maider t 
George. Faith fignior, hee's a little negotiated, hel 
appeare prefently, 

Cqfi, Fellow, let's fee a lawne, a choice one firra, 
Getfr^e. The bed in all Millan^ Gentlemen, and 
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this is the peece. I can fit you Gentlemen with fine 
callicoes too for dublets, the onely fweet fafhion now, 
mofl delicate and courtly, a meeke gentle callico, cut 
upon two double affable tafifetaes, ah moil neate, feate, 
and unmatchable. 

Flu^ A notable voluble-tongde villaine. 

Pio. I warrant this fellow was never begot without 
much prating. 
1 Cafl, What, and is this (he faift thou 1 

George. I, and the purefl (he that ever you fingerd 
fince you were a gentleman : looke how even (he is, 
looke how [cleane (he is, ha, as even as the brow of 
Cinthia, and as cleane as your fonnes and heires when 
they ha fpent all. 

Cq/i, Puh, thou talk'ft, pox on't 'tis rough, 

George. How ? is (he rough ? but if you bid pox 
on't fir, twil take away the roughnefle prefently. 

jRu. Ha fignior; haz he fitted your French 
curfel 

George. Looke you Gentleman, here's another, com- 
pare them I pray, compara Virgilium cum Hotnero^ 
compare Virgins with Harlots. 

Cajl. Puh, I ha feene better, and as you terme 
them, evener and cleaner, 

George. You may fee further for your mind, but 
tnid me, you (hall not find better for your body. 

Enter Candido. 

Caft. O here he comes, let's make as tho we 
pa(re, 
Come, come, wee'll try in fome other (hop, 

Cand. How now ; what's the matter ? 

George. The gentlemen find fault with this lawne, 
fall out with it, and without a caufe too. 

Cand. Without a caufe ! 
And that makes you to let 'em pafTe away : 
Ah : may I crave a word with you gentlemen ? 

Flu. He calls us. 

Caft. Makes the better for the iefl. 
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Cand, I pray come neare, y are very welcome gal- 
lants, 
Pray pardon my mans rudeneffe, for I feare me 
Ha's talkt above a Prentife with you,-Lawnes ! 
Lrooke you kind gentlemen this ! no :-I this : 
Take this upon my honefl-dealing faith, 
To be a true weaue, not too hard, nor flack, 
But eene as farre from falfhood, as from black. 

Cajl. Well, how doe you rate it I 

Cand, Very confcionably, 18.S. ayard. 
^ Cajl, That's too deare : how many yards does the 
whole piece containe thinke you ? 

Cand, Why fome 17 yards, I thinke, or there abouts, 
'How much would ferve your tume ? I pray, 

Caft, Why let me fee — would it were better too, 

Cand. Truth, tis the befl in Millan at few words. 

Cajl. Well : let me have then a whole peny-worth. 

Cand. Ha, ha : y'are a merry Gentleman. 

Cajl. A pennorth I fay. 

Cand. Of Lawne ! 

Cajl. Of lawne 1 I of lawne, a pennorth, sblood 
dofl not heare 1 a whole pennorth, are you deafe ? 

Cand. Deafe 1 no Sir : but I mufl tell you, 
Oiu" wares do feldome meete fuch cuflomers, 

Cajl. Nay, and you and your kwnes be fo 
fqueamifh. 
Fare you well. 

Cand. Pray flay, a word, pray Signior : for what 
purpofe is it I befeech you ? 

Cajl. 'Sblood, whats that to you : He have a 
peny-worth. 

Cand. A penny-worth ! why you fhall : He ferve you 
prefently. 

2. Pren. Sfoot a penny-worth MiflrefTe ! 

Mift. A penny-worth ! call you thefe gentlemen ? 

CaJL No, no : not there. 

Can. What then kinde Gentleman, what at this 
comer here I 

Cajl. No nor there neither. 

c 2 
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He have it juil in the middle, or elfe not 

Can. Juft in the middle : ha-you (hall too : what 1 
Have you a fmgle penny ? 

Cajl, Yes here's one. 

Cand. Lend it me I pray. 

Flu. An excellent followed jeft. 

Wife. What will he fpoile the lawne now t 

Cand, Patience, good wife. 

Wife. I, that patience makes a foole of you : Gen- 
tlemen, you might ha found fome other Citizen to 
have made a kind gull on, befides my husband. 

Cand. Pray Gentlemen take her to be a woman, 
Do not regard her language. — O kinde foule : 
Such words will drive away my cuflomers. 

Wife. Cuflomers with a murren : call you thefe 
cuflomers I 

Cand. Patience, good wife. 

Wife. Pox a your patience. 

George. Sfoot miflrefle, I warrant thefe are feme 
cheating companions. 

Cand. Looke you Gentleman, there's your ware, 
I thanke you, I have your money ; heare, pray know 
my (hop, pray let me have yoiu: cuflome. 

Wife. Cudome quoth a. 

Cand. Let me take more of your money. 

Wife. You had need fo. 

Pio. Harke in thine eare, th*afl lofl an hundred 
duckats. 

Cafl. Well, well, I knoVt : ia poflible that Homo 
Should be nor man, nor woman : not once mov'd ; 
No not at fuch an injurie, not at all ! 
Sure hee's a pigeon, for he has no gall. . 

Flu. Come, come, y*are angry tho you fmother it : 
Vare vext ifaith-confefle. 

Cand. Why Gentlemen 
Should you conceit me to be vext or mov'd I 
He haz my ware, I have his money for't. 
And that's no Argument I am angry : no : 
The bed Logitian cannot proue me fo. 
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Flu, Oh, but the hatefull name of a penny-worth of 
lawne, 
And then cut out i'th middle of the peece : 
Pah, I gueffe it by my felfe, would move a lambe 
Were he a Linnen-draper-twould i'faith. 

Can, Well, give me leave to anfwere you for 
that: 
We're fet here to pleafe all cuflomers, 
Their humours and their fancies :-offend none : 
We get by many, if we leefe by one. 
May be his minde flood to no more then that, 
A penie-worth ferves him, and 'mongfl trades tis found, 
Denie a pennorth, it may crofTe a pound. 
Oh, he that meanes to thrive, with patient eye 
Mufl pleafe the devill if he come to buy. 

Flu. O wondrous man, patient *bove wrong or woe. 
How blefl were men, if women could be fo. 

Cand» And to expreffe how well my breafl is 
pleafd, 
And fatisfied in all -.-George fill a beaker. Esdt George, 
He drinke unto that Oentleman, who lately 
Beflowed his monie with me. 

Wife, Gods my life, 
We fhall haue all our gaines drunke out in beakers, 
To make amends for pennyworths of lawne. 

Enter Geor. 

Cand, Here wife, begin you to the Gentleman. 

Wife, I begin to him ! 

Cand, George fiFt up againe : 
Twas my fault, my hand fhooke. Eodt George. 

Pio, How flrangely this doth fhow % 
A patient man link't with a wafpifh fhrow. 

Flu, A filver and gilt beaker : I have a trick to 
work upon that beaker, fure 'twill fret him, it cannot 
chufe but vexe him. Sig. CafiruchiOy in pittie to thee I 
have a conceit, will fave thy 100 duckats yet, 'twill 
doo't, and worke him to impatience. 

Cafi, Sweete Flueiio, I fhould be bountiful to that 
conceit 

Flu, Well 'tis enough. Enter George. 
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Can. Here Gentlemen to you, 
I wifti your cuflome, y*are exceeding welcome. 

Can, I pledge you Sig. Candido ;-here you, that 
mufl receive a loo Duccats. 

Pior, He pledge them deepe ifaith Cqftruchio, 
Signior Fltidlo, 

J*Iu. Come : play't oflf to me, 
I am your lad man. 

Cand, George fupply the cup. 

Flu, So, fo, good honefl George^ 
Heere Signor Candida^ all this to you. 

Cand. O you mufl pardon me, I ufe it not. 

Ku, Will you not pledge me then % 

Cafid. Yes, but not that : 
Great love is fhowne in little. 

Flu, Blurt on your fentences, — Sfoot you (hall 
pledge me all. 

Cand. Indeed I (hall not 

Flu, Not pledge mel S'blood, He carrie away 
the beaker then. 

Cand, The beaker ? oh ! that at your pleafure fir. 

Flu, Now by this drinke I wilL 

Cqfi, Pledge him, he'll do't elfe. 

Flu, So : I ha done you right on my thumb 
naile. 
What will you pledge me now ? 

Cand, You know me fir, I am not of that fin. 

Flu. Why then farewell : 
He beare away the beaker by this light 

Cand. That's as you plea(e, tis very good. 

Flu, Nay it doth pleafe me, and as you fay, tis a 
very good one. 
Fare-well Signior Candido, 

Eio, Farewell Candido. 

Cand. Y'are welcome Gentlemen. 

Cajl. Heart not mov*d yet 1 
I thinke his patience is above our wit. Exeunt, 

George, I told you before MiftrelTe, they were all 
cheaters. 
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Wife. Why foole, why husband, why mad-man, I 
hope you will not let *em fneake away fo with a filver 
and gilt beaker, the bed in the houfe too : go fellowes 
make hue and cry after them. 

Cand. Pray let your tongue lie ftill, all will be 
well: 
Come hither George, hye to the Conftable, 
And in calme order wi(h him to attach them, 
Make no great ftirre, becaufe they're gentlemen, 
And a thing partly done in merriment 
'Tis but a fize above a jefl thou know'll. 
Therefore purfue it mildly, go be gone, 
The Conflable's hard by, bring him along, — ^make 
haft againe. 

Wife. O y'are a goodly patient Woodcock, are you 
not now 1 {Exit George, 

See what your patience comes to : everie one faddles 
you, and rides you, you'll be (hortly the common 
ftone-horfe of Millan : a woman's well holp't up with 
fuch a meacocke ; I had rather have a husband that 
would fwaddle me thrice a day, then fuch a one, that 
will be gul'd twice in halfe an houre : Oh I could bume 
all the wares in my (hop for anger. 

Cand. Pray weare a peaceful! temper, be my wife, 
That is, be patient : for a wife and husband 
Share but one foule between them : this being 

knowne, 
Why (hould not one foule then agree in one ? {Eocit 

Wife. Hang your agreements : but if my beaker 
be gone. — 

Enter CastruchiOy FluellOy Pioratto, and George, 

Cand. Oh, here they come. 

George. — The Conftable fir, let 'em come along with 
me, becaufe there ftiould be no wondring : he ftaies 
at dore. 

Cafl. Conftable goodman Abram. 

Flu. Now Signor Candido, Sblood why doe you 
attach us? 
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Cqfl. Sheart ! attach us ! 

Cand. Nay fweare not gallants, 
Your oathes may move your foules, but not move 

me, 
You have a filver beaker of my wives. 

Flu, You fay not true : 'tis gilt 

Cand, Then you fay true. 
And being gilt, the guilt lies more on you. 

Cajl, I hope /are not angry fir. 

Cand, Then you hope right, for I am not angry. 

Fiu. No, but a little mov'd. 

Cand. I mov'd ! 'twas you were mov'd, you were 
brought hither. 

Cq/i, But you (out of your anger and impatience) 
Caused us to be attacht 

Cand, Nay you raifplace it 
Out of my quiet fufferance I did that. 
And not of any wrath : had I (howne anger, 
I (hould have then purfude you with the law, 
And hunted you to (hame, as many worldlings 
Do build their anger upon feebler grounds. 
The more's the pittie ; many loofe their lives 
For fcarce fo much coine as will hide their palme : 
Which is mofl cruell, thofe have vexed fpirits 
That purfue lives, in this opinion reft, 
The loffe of Millions could not move my breft. 

Flu, Thou art a bleft man, and with peace doft 
deale, 
Such a meeke fpirit can bleffe a Common-weale. 

Caftd, Gentlemen, now 'tis upon eating time, 
Pray part not hence, but dine with me to-day. 

CVz/Z I never heard a carter yet fay nay 
To fuch a motion. He not be the firft. 

Pio, Nor I. 

Flu, Nor I. 

Cand. The Conftable (hall beare you company. 
George call him in, let the world fay what it can. 
Nothing can drive me from a patient man. 

Ext'unt. 
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Enter Roger with a flooU^ cujhin^ looking-giaffe and 
chafing-dijhj thofe bdngfet down^ he pulls out of his 
pockety a viol with white cullor in it \ and two 
boxeSj one with white, another red painting, he 
places all things in order and a candle by them, 
tinging with the ends of old Ballads as he does it. 
At lafl Bellafront {as he rubs his cheek with the 
cullors) whifUes within. 

Ro, Anon forfooth. 

BdL What are you playing the rogue about 1 

Ro, About you forfooth : Tme drawing up a hole 
in your white filke ftocking. 

Bell, Is my glaffe there 1 and my boxes of com- 
plexion 1 

Ro, Yes forfooth : your boxes of complexion are 
liere I thinke : yes 'tis here : her's your two com- 
plexions, and if I had all the foure complexions, I 
fliould nere fet a good face upon't, fome men I fee 
are borne under hard-favoured planets as well as 
women : zounds I looke worfe now then I did before, 
and it makes her face glider mofl damnably, ther's 
knavery in dawbing I hold my life, or elfe this is onely 
female Pomatum, 

-ff«/5flr Bellafronte not full ready, without a gowne,fhe 
fits downe, with her bodkin curies her haire^ 
colours her lips. 

BeU, Where's my ruffe and poker you block-head ? 

Ro, Your ruffe, your poker, are ingendring to- i 
gether upon the cup-bord of the Court, or the Court 
cup-bord. 

Bell, Fetch *em : Is the pox in your hammes, you 
can goe no fader) 

Ro. Woo'd the pox were in your fingers, imleile 
you could leave flinging ; catch. Exit, 

Bell, He catch you, you dog by and by : do you 
grumble % She fings. 
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Cupid is a God^ as naked as my nailer 
lie whip him with a rod, if he my true lavefaik. 
Ro. There's your ruflfe, (hall I poke iti 
Bell, Yes honed Ro, no flay : prithee good boy, 
hold here, 
Downey downe, downe, downe^ I fall downe and arife, 

downe 
J never Jhall arife. 

Ro, Troth M. then leave the trade if you (hall 

never rife. 
Bell, What trade goodman Abram ? 
Ro, Why that of downe and arife or the falling 
trade. 
BeU, He fall with you by and by. 
Ro. If you doe I know who fhall fmart for't : 
Troth MiflrefTe, what doe I looke like now ? 

Bell. Like as you are ; a panderly Sixpenny 
Rafcall. 

Ro, I may thanke you for that : infaith I looke 
like an old Proverbe, /fold the candle before the 
devill. 

Bell, Uds life, He flick my knife in your guts and 

you prate to me fo : what 1 Shefings, 

Well met, pug, the pearle of beauty : umh, umh. 

How now fir knave, you forget your duty, umh, umh. 

Marry muffefir, are you growne fo dainty; fa, la, 

la, 6f*c, 
Is it you fir % the worfl of twenty, fa, la, la, leera la. 
Pox on you, how doft thou hold my glaffe 1 
Ro, Why, as I hold your doore : with my fingers. 
Bell, Nay pray thee fweete honie Ro, hold up 
handfomely. Sing pretty wantons warble, 6r*c, We 
fhall ha gueds to day. I lay my little maiden-head, 
my nofe itches fo. 

Ro, I faid fo too lafl night, when our Fleas 
twing'd me. 
Bell, So, Poke my ruffe now, my gowne, my gowne, 
have I my fall ? 
Where's my fall Roger ? One knockes. 
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Ro, Your fall forfooth is behind. 

Bell, Gods my pittikins, fome foole or other 
knocks. 

Ro, Shall I open to the foole miflreffe 1 

Bell, And all thefe babies lying thus 1 away with 
it quickly, I, I, knock, and be damn'd, whofoever you 
be. So : give the frefh Salmon line now : let him 
pome a (hoare, hee (hall ferve for my breakefall, tho 
he go againfl my flomacke. 

Roger fetch in Fluello, Cqflruchto, and Pioratto, 

Flu, Morrow coz. 

Cajl. How does my fweet acquaintance ? 

Pio, Save thee little Marmofet : how doft thou 
good pretty rogue 1 

Bell. Well, Godamercy good pretty rafcalL 

Flu, RogeTy fome light I pray thee. 

Ro, You (hall Signior, for we that live here in 
this vale of mifene, are as darke as hell. 

Exit for a candle. 

Cqft, Good Tobacco, Fluello ? 

Flu, SmelL (Enter Roger, 

Pio, It may be tickling geere : for it plaies with 
my nofe already. 

Ro, Here's another light Angell, Signior. 

Bdl, What ? you pyed curtal^ what's that you are 
neighing 1 

Ro, I fay God fend us the light of heaven, or fome 
more Angels. 

Bell, Goe fetch fome wine, and drinke halfe 
of it 

Ro, I muft fetch fome wine gentlemen and drinke 
halfe of it 

Flu, Here Roger, 

Caft. No let me fend prithee. 

Flu, Hold you cankerworme. 

Ro. You (hall fend both, if you pleafe Signiors. 

Pio, Stay, what's bed to drinke a mornings \ 
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Ro, Hypocras fir, for my miflres, if I fetch it, is 
mod deare to her. 

Flu. Hypocras ! ther then, here's a teflon for you, 
you fnake. 

Ro, Right fir, heres iij.s. yj.d. for a pottle and a 
manchet. Ex. 

Cafl, Her*s mofl Heradanian TobaccOy ha-fome 
acquaintance ? 

Bdl, Fah, not I, makes your breath flinke, like the 
pifTe of a Foxe. Acquaintance, where fupt you lafl 
night) 

Cajl. At a place fweete acquaintance where your 
health danc*d the Canaries yfaith : you fhould ha bin 
there. 

Bell, I there among your Punkes, marry, feh, 
hang'em : I fcorn't : will you never leave fucking oif 
eggs in other folkes hens neafls 1 

Cajl, Why in good troth, if you'le trail me ac- 
quaintance, there was not one hen at the board, aske 
Fludlo, 

Flu, No faith Coz, none but cocks, fignior Mala- 
vella drunk to thee. 

Bell, O, a pure beagle ; that horfe-leach there % 

Flu, And the knight, S, Oliver LoUio fwore he 
would bellow a taffata petticoate on thee, but to 
breake, his fafl with thee. 

Bell, With me ! He choake him then, hang him 
Mole-catcher, it's the dreamingfl fnotty-nofe. 

Pio, Well, many tooke that Lollio for a foole, but 
hee's a fubtill foole. 

BelL I, and he has fellowes : of all filthy diy- 
fiRed knights, I cannot abide that he fhould toudi 
me. 

Caji, Why wench, is he fcabbed ? 

Bell. Hang him, hee*l not live to be fo honefl, nor 
to the credite to have fcabbes about him, his betters 
have 'em : but I hate to weare out any of his courfe 
Knight-hood, becaufe hee's made like an Aldermans 
night-gowne, fac'd all with conny before, and within 
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nothing but Fox : this fweet Oliver will eate Mntton 
till he be ready to burfl, but the leane jawde-flave will 
not pay for the fcraping of his trencher. 

Pio, Plague hira, fet hira beneath the fait, and let 
him not touch a bit, till every one has had his 
full'^cut 

Flu, Lord EllOy the Gentleman-Ufher came into 
us too, marry 'twas in our cheefe, for he had bin to 
borrow money for his Lord, of a Cittizen. 

Caft, What an Affe is that Lord, to borrow money 
of a Citizen f 

Bell, Nay, Gods my pitty, what an Affe is that 
Citizen to lend monie to a Lord ! 

Enter Matheo and Hipolito^ who fainting the Com- 
pany ^ as a firanger walkes off, Roger comes in 
fadly behinde them^ with a pottle potj and ftands 
aloof e off, 

Matheo. Saue yoi^ Gallants, fignior Fluello^ exceed- 
ingly well met, as I may fay. 

Fluello, Signior Matheo^ exceedingly well met too, 
as I may fay. 

Ma, And how fares my little pretty Millreffe I 

Bell, E^'ne as my little pretty fervant ; fees three 
ccyurt difhes before her, and not one good bit in them : 
how now t why the devill fland'fl thou fo ? Art in a 
trance t 

Ro, Yes forfooth. 

Bell, Why doft not fill out their wine 1 

Ro, Forfooth 'tis fild out akeady: all the wine 
that the fignior has beflow'd upon you is cafl away, a 
Porter ranne a litle at me, and fo fac'd me downe that 
I had not a drop. 

Bell, I'me a curfl to let fuch a withered Artichocke 
faced-Rafcall grow under my nofe : now you looke 
like an old he-cat, going to the gallowes : He be 
hang'd if he ha not put up the mony to cony ^ atch 
us alL 

Ro, No truely forfooth, tis not put up yet 
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BdL How many Gentlemen haft thou ferved 
thus) 

Ro. None but five hundred, befides prentifes and 
ferving-men. 

BeU. Dofl thinke He pocket it up at thy hands \ 

Ro, Yes forfooth, I feare you will pocket it up. 

BelL Fie, fie, cut my lace good fervant, I (hall 
ha the mother prefentiy, I'me fo vext at this horfe- 
plumme. 

Hu, Plague, not for a fcaFd pottle of wine. 

Ma, Nay, fweet BeUafronte^ for a little pigs-wa(h ! 

Cajl, Here Roger^ fetch more, a mifchance. Vfeith 
Acquaintance. 
y Bell, Out of my fight, thou ungodly puritanical 

creature. 

Ro. For the tother pottle \ yes forfooth. Exit. 

BeU. Spill that too: what Gentleman is that, 
fervant^? your Friend 1 

MdT Gods fo a ftoole, a ftoole, if you love me 
miftreffe, entertaine this Gentleman refpedlively, and 
bid him welcome. 

Bell, Hee's very welcome, pray Sir fit 

Hip. Thankes Lady. 

Flu. Count Hipolito, ift not ? cry you mercie 
fignior, you walke here all this while, and we not 
heard you ? let mee beftow a ftoole upon you, befeech 
you, you are a ftranger heere, we know the faftiions 
ath* houfe. 

Caft. Pleafe you be heere my Lord. Tobacco. 

Hip. No good Cajiruchio. 

Flu. You have abandoned the Court I lee my 
Lord fince the death of your Miftrefle, well flie was 
a delicate piece-befeech you fweete, come let us ferve 
imder the coUors of your acquaintance ftill : for all 
that, pleafe you to meete here at my lodging of my 
coz, I ftiall beftow a banquet upon you. 

Hip. I never can deferve this kindnelTe fir. 
What may this Ladie be, whom you call coz ? 

Flu, Faith fir a poore gentlewoman, of paiTmg 
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good carriage, one that has fome fuits in law, and lies 
here in an Atturnies houfe. 

Hip. Is (he married ? 

Flu. Ha, as all your Puncks are, a Captaines wife, 
or fo, never faw her before my Lord ? 

Hip, Never truft me a goodly creature. 

Flu. By gad when you know her as we do, you'll 
fwear (he is the prettieft, kinded, fweeteft, mo(l be- 
witching honed Ape under the pole. A skinne, your 
fatten is not more foft, nor lawne whiter. 

Hip, Belike then fhee's fome fale curtizan. 

Flu. Troth as all your bed faces are, a good wench. 

Hip, Great pittie that (hee's a good wench. 

Ma, Thou (halt ha ifaith midrefTe : How now 
figniors, what, whifpering ? did not I lay a wager I 
fhould take you within feven daies in a houfe of 
vanity. 

Hip. You did, and I be(hrew your heart, you have 
won. 

Ma, How do you like my midreflfe 1 

Hip. Well, for fuch a midre(re : better, if your 
midrede be not your maider. 
I mud breake manners gentlemen, fare you well. 

Ma. S'foot you (hall not leave us. 

Bell, The gentleman likes not the tad of our 
company. 

Omn. Befeech you day. 

Hip^ Trud me my affaires becken for me, pardon me. 

Ma, Will you call for me halfe an houre hence 
here? 

Hip, Perhaps I diall. 

Mat, Perhaps ? fah ! I know you can fweare to me 
you wiL 

Hip. Since you will prefle me on my word, I will. 

Exit. 

BeU. What fullen pidlure is this fervant % 

Mat. It's Count HypolitOj the brave Count 

Pio. As gallant a fpirit, as any in Millan you fweet 
Jew. 

Flu. Oh he's a mod effentiall gentleman, coz. 
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Caft, Did you never heare of Count HipolHo 
acquaintance ? 

BelL Marie muffe a your Counts, and be no more 
life in 'em. 

Ma, He's fo malcontent ! firra BeUafronta^ & you 
be honed gallants, let's fup together, and have the 
Count with us : thou (halt (it at the upper end punck. 

BeU, Pimck, you fouc'd gurnet % 

Mat Kings truce : come, He beflow the fupper to 
have him but laugh. 

Caft, He betraies his youth too grofly to that 
tyrant malancholy. 

Mai. All this is for a woman. 

Bdl, A woman ! fome whore ! what fweet Jewell ill t 

Pio, Wo'd (he heard you. 

Flu, TVoth fo wud I. 

Caft, And I by heaven. 

Bdl, Nay good fervant, what woman f 

Ma, Pah. 

Bdl, Prithee tell me; a buffe and tell me: I 
warrant he's an honed fellow, if he take on thus for a 
wench ; good rogue who % 

Ma, By th' Lord I will not, mud not, faith mif- 
treflfe : id a match firs 1 this night, at T7i antihp : I, 
for there's bed wine, and good boyes. 

Omn, Ifs done at TH antilop, 

Bdl, I cannot be there to night 

Ma, Cannot % by th* Lord you (hall. 

Bdl, By the Lady I will not : (haall ! 

Flu, Why then put it oflf till Fryday : wut come 
then coz 1 

Bdl. Well. Enter Roger, 

Ma. Vare the wafpi(hed Ape. Roger^ put your 
midrefle in minde to fup with us on Friday next : 
/are bed come like a madwoman, without a band, in 
your wadcoat, and the linings of yom* kirtle outward, 
like every common hackney that deales out at the 
back gate of her fweet knights lodging. 

Bdl, Go, go, hang your felfe. 

Call, Ifs dinner time Mathao^ (hal's hence 9 
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Omtu Yes, yes, farewell wench. Exeunt. 

BeU. Farewell boyes : Ro^er what wine fent they 
fort 

• Ro. Baftard wine, for if it had beene truely be- 
gotten, it wud not ha beene afliam'd to come in, here's 
vLs. to pay for nurfing the baftard. 

Beil. A company of rookes ! O good fweet 
Roger^ run to the Poulters, and buy me fome fine 
larkes. 

Ro^ No woodcocks 1 

Bell, Yes faith a couple, if they be not deere. 

Ro. lie buy but one, ther's one already here. 

Exit. 

Enter Hipolito. 

Hip. Is the gentleman (my friend) departed mif- 
trefle? 

BeU. His back is but new tum'd fir. 

Hip. Fare you welL 

Bdl. I can dire<5l you to him. 

Hip. Can you 1 pray. 

Bell. If you pleafe ftay, he'll not be abfent long. 

Hip. I care not much. 

Bell. Pray fit forfooth. 

Hip. I'me hot 
If I may ufe your roome. He rather walke. 

Bell. At your beft pleafure whew-fome rubbers 
there. 

Hip. Indeed He none : — ^indeed I will not, thanks. 
Pretty-fine lodging. I perceive my fiiend 
Is old in your acquaintance. 

Bell. Troth fir, he comes 
As other Gentlemen, to fpend fpare houres ; 
If yoiur felfe like our roofe (fuch as it is) 
Your owne acquaintance may be as old as his. 

Hip. Say I did like ; what welcome fhould I find % 

Bdl. Such as my prefent fortunes can afford. 

Hip. But would you let me play Mathcsds part 1 

Bell. What part ? 
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Hip, Why imbrace you : dally with you, kiffe : 
Faith tell me, will you leave him and love me ? 

Bell. I am in bonds to no man fir. 

Hip. Why then, 
Y'are free for any man : if any me. 
But I muil tell you Lady, were you mine, 
You (hould be all mine : I could brooke no (harers, 
I fhould be covetous, and fweep up all. 
I (hould be pleafures ufurer : 'faith I (hould. 

Bell O fate ! 

Hip. Why figh you Lady % may I know t 

BelL Thas never bin my fortune yet to (ingle 
Out that one man, whofe love could fellow mine. 
As I have ever wi(ht it : O my Stars ! 
Had I but met with one kind gentleman, 
That would have purchased fm alone, to himfelfe, 
For his owne private ufe, although fcarce proper ; 
Indifferent handforae : meetiy leg'd and thyed : 
And my allowance reafonable-yfaith. 
According to*my body-by my troth, 
I would have beene as true unto his pleafures, 
Yea, and as loyall to his aftemoones, 
As ever a poore gentlewoman could be. 

Hip, This were well now to one but newly fledg*d, 
And fcarce a day old in this fubtle world : 

I^Twere prettie Art, good bird-lime, cunning net, 
But come, come, *faith-confe(fe : how many men 
Have drunke this felfe-fame protedation. 
From that red ticing lip 1 

Bell. Indeed not any. 

Hip. Indeed % and blufh not ! 

Bell. No, in truth not any. 

Hip. Indeed ! intruth 1 — how warily you fweare. 
'Tis well : if ill it be not : yet had I 
The ruffian in me, and were drawne before you 
But in light coUors, I do know indeed. 
You could not fweare indeed. But thunder oathes 
That fhould (hake heaven, drowne the harmonious 

fpheres, 
And pierce a foule (that lov'd her Makers honour) 
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With horror and amazement 

BeU. Shall I fweare 1 
Will you beleeve me then f 

mp, Worft then of all, 
Our Uns by cuflome, feeme (at lad) but (mall. 
Were I but o're your thre(hold, a next man, 
And after him a next, and then a fourth, 
I Should have this golden hook, and lafcivious baite, 
Throwne out to the full lengthy why let me tell you : 
I ha feene letters fent from that white hand, 
Tuning fuch muiicke to Matheos eare. 

BelL Mathceo ! that's true, but beleeve it, I 
No fooner had laid hold upon your prefence, 
But (Iraight mine eie conveid you to my heart 

Hip, Oh, you^cannot faine with me, why, I know Lady, 
This is the common paflion of you all. 
To hooke in a kind gentleman, and then 
Abufe his coine, conveying it to your lover. 
And in the end you (hew him a french trick. 
And fo you leave him, that a coach may run 
Betweene his legs for bredth. 

BeU. O by my foule I , ;.0 

Not I : therein ile prove an honed whore, \ \^' 

In being true to one, and to no more. 1 

Hip. If any be difpos*d to truft your oath. 
Let him : lie not be he, I know you feigne 
All that you fpeake, I : for a mingled harlot, 
Is true in nothing but in being falfe. 
What ! (hall I teach you how to loath your felfe f 
And mildly too : not without fenfe or reafon. 

BdL I am content, I would faine loath my felfe 
If you not love me. 

Hip. Then if your gracious bloud be not all wafted, 
I (hall aflay to do't 
Lend me your (ilence, and attention, — ^You have no 

foule. 
That makes you weigh fo light : heavens treafure 

bought it : 
And halfe a crowne hath fold it : — for your body 

D 2 
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Is like the common-fhore, that dill receives 

All the townes filth. The fin of many men 

Is within you, and thus much I fiippofe, 

That if all your committers flood in ranke, 

They'd make a lane, (in which your Ihame might dwell) 

And with their fpaces reach fi*om hence to helL 

Nay, (hall I urge it more, there has beene knowne 

As many by one harlot, maym'd and difmembred. 

As would ha fluft an Hofpitall : this I mi^t 

Apply to you, and perhaps do you right : 

O y'are as bafe as any bead that beares, 

Your body is ee'ne hu^d, and fo are theirs. 

For gold and fparkling jewels, (if he can) 

You'l let a Jew get you with Chriflian : 

Be he a Moore, a Tartar, tho his face 

Looke uglier then a dead mans skulL 

Could the devill put on a humane (hape. 

If his purfe (hake out crownes, up then he gets, 

Whores will be rid to hell with golden bits. 

So that /are crueller then Turkes, for they 

Sell Chriflians only, you fell your felves away. 

Why thofe that love you, hate you : and will terme you 

Lickerifh damnation ; wi(h themfelves halfe funke 

After the fin is laid out, and ee'ne curfe 

Their finitlefTe riot (for what one begets 

Another poifons) lufl and murder hit, 

A tree being often fhooke, what firuit can knit % 

Bell, O me unhappy 1 

Hip, I can vex you more ; 
A harlot is like Dunkirkty true to none. 
Swallows both Englifh, Spanifh, fulfome Dutch, 
Back-doord Italian, lad of all the French, 
And he flicks to you 'faith : gives you your diet, 
Brings you acquainted, firfl with monfier Doctor 
And then you know what follows. 

BeU, Mifery. 
Ranke, (linking, and mod loathfome mifery. 

Hip, Me thinks a toad is happier then a whore, 
That with one poifon fwels, with thoufiEinds more 
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The other (locks her veines : harlot, fie, fie, 

You are the miferableil creatures breathing, 

The veiy Haves of nature : marke me elfe, 

You put on rich attires, others eyes weare them. 

You eat, but to fupply your blood with fin : 

And this flrange curfe ee*ne haunts you to your graues. 

From fooles you get, and fpend it upon flaves : 

like Beares and Apes, y*are baited and (hew tricks 

For money ; but your Bawd the fweetneffe licks. 

Indeed you are their Journey-women, and do 

All bafe and damn'd workes they lift fet you to : 

So that you ne*re are rich ; for do but (hew me, 

In prefent memory, or in ages pad, 

The faireft and moft famous Courtezan, 

Whofe fle(h was dear'ft ; that rais'd the price of fin, 

And held it up ; to whofe intemperate bofome, 

Princes, Earles, Lords, the worft has bin a Knight, 

The mean'ft a Gentleman, have offred up 

Whole Hecatombs of fighs, and rain'd in (howres 

Handhils of gold, yet for all this, at laft 

Difeafes fuckt her marrow, then grew fo poore, 

That (he has beg'd ee'ne at a beggars doore. 

And (wherein heav*n has a finger) when this Idoll, 

From coaft to coail, has leapt on forraine (hores. 

And had more worihip, then the outlandi(h whores : 

When feverall Nations have gone over her, 

When for each feverall City (he has feene, 

Her maidenhead has bin new, and bin fold deare : 

Did live well there, and might have dy*d unknowne. 

And undefam'd ; backe comes (he to her owne, 

And there both miferably lives and dies, 

Scom'd even of thofe that once ador'd her eyes. 

As if her fatall-circled life thus ran, 

Her pride (hould end there, where it firft began. 

What do you weepe to heare your ftory read 1 

Nay, if you fpoile your cheeks. He read no more. 

Bell, O yes, I pray proceed : 
Indeed, 'twill do me good to weep indeed. 

Hip, To gives thofe teares a reli(h, this I adde, 
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Vare like the yewesy fcatter'd, in no place certain. 
Your dayes are tedious, your houres burdenfome : 
And wer^t not for full fuppers, midnight Revels, 
Dancing, wine, riotous meetings, which do drowne, 
And bury quite in you all* vertuous thoughts, 
And on your eye-lids hang fo heavily, 
They have no power to looke fo high as heaven, 
You'de fit and mufe on nothing but defpaire, 
Ciufe that devill Lujl^ that fo bumes up your blood, 
And in ten thoufand (hivers breake your glaffe 
For his temptation. Say you tade delight. 
To have a golden Gull from Rize to Set, 
To meat you in his hot luxurious armes, 
Tet your nights pay for all : I know you dreame 
Of Warrants, Whips, and Beadles, and then flart 
At a dores windy creake : think every Weezle 
To be a Conftable, and every Rat 
A long taild Officer : Are you now not (laves \ 
Oh you have damnation without pleafure for it ! 
Such is the (late of Harlots : To conclude. 
When you are old, and can well paint no more, 
You tume Bawd, and are then worfe then before : 
Make ufe of this : farewell. 

Bell, Oh, I pray (lay. 

Hip. I fee Matheo comes not: time hath bard 
me. 
Would all the Harlots in the towne had heard me. 

Exit. 

Bell, Stay yet a little longer, no : quite gone 1 
Curft be that minute (for it was no more, 
So foone a maid is changed into a whore) 
Wherein I firfl fell, be it for ever blacke. 
Yet why (houl.d fweet Hipolito (hun mine eyes ; 
For whofe true love I would become pure-honed, 
Hate the worlds mixtures, and the fmiles of gold f 
Am I not faire % why (hould he file me then % 
Faire creatures are defur'd, not fcorn'd of men. 
How many Gallants have drunke healths to me. 
Out of their daggered armes, and thought them bled, 
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Enjoying but mine eyes at prodigall feafts 1 

And does HipoUto deteil my love % 

Oh, fure their heedlefle lufts but flattred me, 

I am not pleafmg, beautifull nor young. 

Hipolito hath fpied fome ugly bleroifh, 

Eclipfmg all my beauties ; I am foule : 

Harlot ! I, that's the fpot that taints my foule : 

His weapon left heere 1 O fit inftrament* 

To let forth all the poifon of my flelh 1 

Thy Mafler hates me, caufe my blood hath rang'd : 

But when *tis forth, then he'll beleeve Tme changed. 

Hip, Mad woman, what art doing 1 Enter Hip. 

BdL Either love me, 
Or cleaue my bofome on thy Rapiers point :» 
Yet doe not neither ; for thou then dellroi'ft 
That which 1 love thee for (thy vertues) here, here 
Th'art crueller, and kilfl me with difdaine : 
To die fo, (heds no blood, yet 'tis worfe paine. Exit 
Not fpeak to me ! not looke ! not bid farewell 13 Hip. , 
Hated I this mud not be, fome meanes He try. r 

Would all Whores were as honell now, as I. Exeunt. 



SCENA VII. 

Enter Candida^ his wife, George, and two prentifes in 
thejhop : FuJHgo enters^ walking by, 

Geor, See Gentlemen, what you lack ? a fine Hol- 
land, a fine Cambrick, fee what you buy. 

I . Pren, Holland for (hirts, Cambrick for bands, 
what id you lack ? 

Fuji. Sfoot, I lack 'em all, nay more, I lack monie 
to buie 'em : let me fee, let me looke againe : maife 
this is the (hop ; What Coz ! fweet Coz I how doft 

1 What ! has he left his weapon here behind him 
And gone forgetfull ? O fit inftniment. — 1604. 

2 Or fplit my heart upon thy Rapiers point. — 1604. 

3 Not fpeake to me ! not bid farewell? a fcome ! — 1604. 
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i'faith, fince lafl night after candlelight \ we had 
good fport i'faith, had we not % and when dial's laugh 
ageni 

Wife. When you will, Cozen. 

Fuji, Spoke like a kind Lacedemonian : I fee 
yonders thy husband. 

Wife. I, there's the fweet youth, God blefle him. 

Fuji. And how ifl Cozen t and how, how ifl thou 
f quail? 

Wife. Well, Cozen, how fare you ? 

Fufl. How fare II troth for iixpence a meale, 
wench, as well as heart can wifh, with Calves chal- 
drons, and chitterlings, befides, I have a Punck after 
- fupper, as good as a roiled Apple. 

Cand. Are you my wives Cozen f 

Fufl. I am fir, what had thou to do with that t 

Cand. O, nothing but y'are welcome. 

Fufl, The Divels dung in thy teeth : He be wel- 
come whether thou wilt or no, I : What ring's this 
Coz 1 very pretty & fantaflicall i'faith, lets fee it 

Wife, Puh 1 nay you wrench my finger. 

Fufl. I ha fwome He ha't, and I hope you will 
not let my oathes be crackt in the ring, will you % I 
hope fir, you are not malicolly at this for all your 
great lookes : are you angry f 

Cand. Angry % not I fu", nay if (he can part 
So eafily with her ring, 'tis with my heart. 

Gear. Suflfer this, fu*, and fuffer all, a whorfon Gull, 
to — 

Cand. Peace George^ when (he has reapt what I 
have fowne. 
She'll fay, one graine tades better of her owne. 
Then whole (heaves gather'd from anothers land : 
Wit's never good, till bought at a deare hand. 

George. But in the meane time (he makes an A(re 
of fome body. 

2. Pren. See, fee, fee, fir, as you tume your back, 
they do nothing but kiffe. 

Cand. No matter, let 'em : when I touch her lip, 



The Hane/i Whore. 41 

I fhall not feele his kiiTes, no nor mUTe 
Any of her lip : no harme in kifTing is. 
Looke to your bufinefle, pray, make up your wares. 

Fuji. Troth Coz, and wel remembred, I would thou 
wouldd give me five yards of Lawne, to make myPunck 
fome falling bands a the fafhion, three falling one upon 
another : for that's the new edition now : (he's out of 
linnen horribly too, troth (he* as never a good fmock 
to her back neither, but one that has a great many 
patches in't, and that I'me fain to weare my felfe for 
want of fhift too : prithee put me into wholefome 
naperie, and beflow fome clean commodities upon us. 

Wife. Reach me thofe Cambricks, and the Lawnes 
hither. 

Can. What to do, wife t to lavilh out my goods 
upon a foole 1 

Fuji, Foole ! Sneales eate the foole, or lie fo bat- 
ter your crowne, that it (hall fcarce go for five (hil- 
lings. 

2. Pren, Do you heare fiir ? y'are bed be quiet, and 
(ay a foole tels you fo. 

Fuji, Nailes, I think fo. for thou telft me. 

Cand, Are you angry fir, becaufe I nam*d the 
foole) 
Truft me, you are not wife, in mine owne houfe, 
And to my face to play the Antick thus : 
If youll needs play the madman, choofe a (lage 
Of leffer compaQe, where few eyes may note 
Your adlions errour : but if dill you mifle^ 
As here you do, for one clap, ten will hide. 

Fuji. Zwoundes Cozen, he talkes to me, as if I 
were a fcuruy Tragedian. 

2. Fren. Sirra Georgey I ha thought upon a device, 
how to breake his pate, beat him foundly, and (hip 
him away. 

Geor, Doo*t 

2. Fren. He go in, paffe through the houfe, give 
fome of our fellow Pi-entices the watch-word when 
they (haU enter, then come and fetch my mader in 
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by a wile, and place one in the hall to hold him in 
',* conference, whilfl we cudgell the Gull out of his cox- 
combe. 

Geor, Doo't : away, doo't 

Wife, Mud I call twice for thefe cambricks and 
lawnes ? 

Cand, Nay fee, you anger her, George prithee dif- 
patch. 

2. Pren, Two of the choicefl peeces are in the 
warehoufe, fir. 

Cand, Go fetch tlwm prefently. Exit \ PrenHfe. 

Fuji. I, do, make hade, firra. 

Car, Why were you fuch a (Iranger all this while, 
being my wives cozen % 

Fufl, Stranger? no fir, I me a naturall Milaner 
borne. 

Can. I perceive flill it is your natural guife to mif- 
take me, but you are welcome fur, I much wilh your 
acquaintance. 

Fuji. My acquaintance 1 I fcome that i'faith ; I 
hope my acquaintance goes in chaines of gold three 
and fifty times double : you know who I meane, Coz, 
the pods of his gate are a painting too. 

Enter the 2. Prentife. 

2. Pren. Signior Panduifo the Marchant, defires 
conference with you. 

Can. Signior Panduijo ? He be with him (Iraight, 
Attend your miflris and the Gentleman. Exit. 

Wife. When do you (hew thofe peeces ? 

Fuji. T, when do you (hew thofe peeces 1 

Omn. Prefently fu*, prefently, we are but charging 
them. 

Fuji. Come firra: you Flat-cap, where be thefe 
whites ? 

Geor. Flat-cap : harke in your eare fir, y'are a flat 
foole, an Aflfe, a Gull, and I'le thrum you : do you fee 
this cambrick fir ) 

Fuji. Sfoot Cuz, a good jed, did you heare him % 
he told me in my eare, I was a flat Foole, an Afle, 
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a GaH, and lie thrum you : do you fee this Cambrick 

fir! • ^-"^ 

Wife, What, not my men, I hope ? 

FuJL No, not your men, but one of your men 
i&ith. 

1. /v. I pray fur, come hither, what fay you to 
•this t here's an excellent good one. 

Fiijl, I many, this likes me well, cut me off fome 
halfe fcore yards. 

2. Prm, Let your whores cut, yare an impudent 
coxcombe, you get none, and yel^ lie thrum you, — ^A 
very good Cambrick fir. 

Fu/l, Agen, agen, as God judge me : Sfoot Cuz, 
they fland dirumming here with me all day, and yet I 
get nothing. 

2. Pren, A word I pray fir, you mud not be angry, 
Prentifes have hot bloods, young fellowes, — What fay 
you to this peece 1 Looke you, 'tis fo delicate, fo foft, 
fo even, fo fine a thrid, that a Lady may weare it 

jFu^. Sfoot I think fo, if a Knight marry my 
Punck, a Lady (hall weare it : cut me off 20 yards : 
th'art an honeff lad 

1. Pren, Not without monie, gull, and He thrum 
you too. 

Omn, Gull, we'll thrum you. 

J*ufi. O Lord filler, did you not heare fomething 
crie thump 1 zounds yoiu* men here make a plaine 
Affe of me. 

IVt/c What, to my face fo impudent ? 

Georg. I, in a caufe fo honeil, we'll not fuffer 
Our Maiflers goods to vanifh mony leffe. 

IVtfe, You will not fuffer them. 

2. jym. No, and you may blulh. 
In going about to vex fo mild a bread. 
As is our Maiders. 

Wife. Take away thofe pieces. 
Cozen, I give them freely. 

Fu^. Maffe, and He take 'em as fireely. 

Omn, We'll make you lay 'em downe againe more 
freely. 
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Wife, Help, help, my brother wil be murdered. 
^* •. Enter Cam. 

Can, How now, what coile is here t forbeare, I 
fay. 

Geor, He cals us Flatcaps, and abufes us. 

Cand, Why, firsl do fuch examples flow from 
me? 

Wife, They are of your keeping fir, alas poore 
brother. 

Fuji, I faith they ha pepperd me, filler : look, 
doft not fpin I call you thefe Prentifes ? He nere play 
at cards more when clubs is trump : I have a goodly 
coxcomb, filler, have I not % 

Cand. Siller and brother, brother to my wife. 

FuJL If you have any skill in Heraldry, you may 
foon know that, break but her pate, and you Ihall fee 
her blood and mine is all one. 

Cand, A Surgeon, run, a Surgeon : Why then wore 
you that forged name of Cozen 1 

Fuji. Becaufe it's a common thing to call Coz, and 
Ningle now adayes all the world over. 

Cand, Cozen I A name of much deceit, foUy, and 
fin, 
For under that common abufed word. 
Many an honed tempred Citizen 
Is made a monfler, and his wife train'd out 
To foule adulterous a6lion, full of fraud. 
I may well call that word, A Cities Bawd. 

Fuji, Troth brother, my filler would needs ha 
me take upon me to gull your patience a little : but it 
has made double Guiles on my coxcomb. 

Wife, What, playing the woman) blabbing now 
you foole f 

Cand, O my wife did but exercife a jell upon your 
wit 

Fuji, Sloot, my wit bleeds for't, me thinks. 

Cand, Then let this warning more of fence 
afford. 
The name of Cozen is a bloudy word, 

Fufl, He nere call Coz againe whilll I live, to 



The Honejl Whore. 45 

have fuch a coyle about it : this (hould be a Corona- 
tion day ; for my head runs Claret luftily. • • 

Exit. Enter an Officer, 

Cand. Go wi(h the Surgeon to have great refpedl. 
How now, my friend, what, do they fit to day 1 

Offi. Yes fir, they expedl you at the Senate- 
houfe. 

Can, I thanke your paines. He not be lad man 
^ there. Exit Offi. 

My gowne, George^ go, my gowne. A happy land, 
Where grave men meet each caufe to underilandy 
Whofe confciences are not cut out in bribes, / 

To gull the poore mans right : but in even fcales, 
Peize rich and poore, without corruptions veyles. 
Come, Where's the gowne 1 

Geor, I cannot find the key fir. 

Cand, Requefl it of your Miftreffe. 

Wife, Come not to me for any key. 
He not be troubled to deliver it 

Cand. Good wife, kind wife, it is a needfuU 
trouble, but for my gowne. 

Wife. Mothes fwallow downe your gowne : 
You fet my teeth on edge with talking on't 

Cand. Nay prithee, fweet, I cannot meet without 

it, 
I (hould have a great fine fet on my head. 

Wife. Set on your coxcomb : tulh, fine me no 

fines. 
Cand. Beleeve me (fweet) none greets the Senate- 
houfe. 
Without his robe of reverence, that's his Gowne. 
Wife. Well then /are hke to croffe that cullome 
once, 
You get nor key, nor gowne, and fo depart : 
This trick will vex him fure, and fret his heart 

Exit. 
Cand. Stay, let me fee, I muil have fome deuice, 
My cloake's too (hort : fye, fye, no cloke will do't : 
It mufl be fomething fafhioned like a gowne^ 
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With my armes out : oh George^ come hither Creorgt : 
I prithee lend me thine advice. 

Geor, Troth fir, were it any but you, they would 
breake open chefl. 

CafL O no, break open cheft ! that's a theeves 
office : 
Therein you counfell me againft my bloud : 
HTwould (hew impatience that, any meeke meanes 
I would be glad to embrace. MalTe, I have got it : 
Go, flep up, fetch me downe one of the Carpets, 
The faddeft coloured Carpet, honed George^ 
Cut thou a hole i'th'middle for my necke. 
Two for mine armes, nay prithee look not (Irange. 

Geo. I hope you do not thinke fir, as you meane. 

Cand. Prithee about it quickly, the houre chides 
me : 
Warily George^ foftly, take heed of eyes, Exit George, 
Out of two evils hee's accounted wife. 
That can pick out the leail ; the Fine imposed 
For an un-gowned Senator, is about 
Forty Cruzadoes, the Carpet not 'bove foure. 
Thus have I chofen the leffer evill yet, 
Preferv'd my patience, foyl'd her defperate wit 

Geo. Here, fir, here's the Carpet Enter George, 

Cand, O well done, George^ wee'l cut it juft i' th' 
midd : 
Tis very well I thank thee, helpe it on. 

Geor, It mud come over your head, fir, like a 
wenches peticoat 

Cand, Th'art in the right, good George^ it mud 
indeed. 
Fetch me a night-cap : for He gird it clofe, 
As if my health were queazy : 'twill fliew well 
For a rude carelefle night-gowne, wil't not think'd ? 

Geor, Indifferent well, fir, for a night-gowne, being 
girt and pleated. 

Cand, I, and a night-cap on my head. 

Ge, That's true fir, He run and fetch one, and a 
daflfe. Ex. Ge. 
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Can. For thus they cannot chufe but confter it, 
One that is out of health, takes no delight, 
Weares his apparrell without appetite, 
And puts on heedlefle raiment without forme. 

Enter Geo. 
So, fo, kind George^ be fecret now : and prithee do 
not laugh at me till Tme out of fight 

G^, I laugh ) not I fir. 

Cand. Now to the Senate-houfe : 
Methinkes, Ide rather weare, without a frowne, 
A patient Carpet, then an angry Gowne. Eocit V 

Geo, Now, looks my M. jufl like one of our carpet 
knights, only he's fomewhat the honefler of the two. 

Enter Candidoes wife. 

Wife, What, is your Maifler gone 1 

Geo, Yes forfooth, his backe is but new tum'd. 

Wife, And in his cloake ? did he not vex and 
fweare 1 

Geor, No, but hee*l make you fweare anon : no, 
indeed, he went away like a lambe. 

Wife, Key fmke to hell ; flill patient, patient dill ! 
I am with child Jto vex illni • prithee George^ 
If e're thou looked for favour at my hands, 
Uphold one jeft for me. 

Geo, Again (I my maflerl 

Wi, Tis a meere jefl in fayth : fay wilt thou doo't 1 

Ge, Well, what id ? 

Wife, Here, take this key, thou know'd where all 
things lie. 
Put on thy Mailers bed apparell, Gowne, 
Chaine, Cap, Ruffe, every thing, be like himfelfe. 
And 'gaind his comming home, walke in the fhop, 
Fayne the fame carriage, and his patient looke, 
Twill breed but a jed thou know'fl, fpeake, wilt thou) 

Geo, Twill wrong my maders patience. 

Wife, Pr>thee George. 

Geor. Well, if you'l fave me harmleffe, and put me 
under covert bame, I am content to pleafe you, pro- 
vided it may breed no wrong againd him. 
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Wife, No wrong at all : here take the Key, be 
gone: 
If any vex him, this : if not this, none. Exeunt, 

SCENA VIII. 

Enter a Bawd and Roger. 

Bawd O Roger^ Roger, where's your miflris, 
Where's your miflris 1 there's the fineft, neateft Gentle- 
man at my houfe, but newly come over : Oh where is 
(he, where is (he, where is (he ? 

Rog My miflris is abroad, but not amongft 'em : 
my nuflris is not the whore now that you take her 
for. 

Bawd, Howt is (he not a whore? do you go 
about to take away her good name, Roger f you are a 
fine Pandar indeed. 

Rog, I tell you, Madona Finger-locke^ I am not fad 
for nothing, I ha not eaten one good meale this three 
and thirty dayes : I had wont to get (ixteene pence by 
fetching a pottle of Hypocras : but now thofe dayes 
are pafL We had as good doings, Madona Ftnger- 
lockty (he within dores, and I without, as any poore 
yong couple in Millan, 

Bawd, Gods my life, and is (he chang'd now ? 

Rog, I ha lo(l by her fqueami(hnefle, more then 
would have builded twelve bawdy houfes. 

Baw, And had (he no time to turn honed but 
now ? what a vile woman is this % twenty pound a 
night. He be fwome, Roger y in good gold and no (ilver : 
why here was a time, if (he (hould ha pickt out a 
time, it could not be better! gold enough (lining; 
choice of men, choice of haire, choice of beards, 
choice of legs, and choice of every, every, every 
thing : it cannot fmk into my head, that (he (hould 
be fuch an AfTe. Roger^ I never beleeve it 

Rog, Here (he comes now. Enter Bellqfronte, 

Baw, O fwcet Madona, on with your loofe gowne. 
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your felt and your fether, there's the fweeteft, pro- 
preft, gallanted Gentleman at my houfe, he fmells all 
of Muske and Amber greece, his pocket full of 
crownes, flame-coloured doublet, red fatin hofe, Car- 
nation Qlk (lockings, and a leg and a body, oh ! 

Bell, Hence, thou our fexes monfter, poyfonous 
Bawd, 
Lufls Fa6lor, and damnations Orator, 
Goflip of hell : were all the Harlots finnes 
Which the whole world containes, numbred together, 
Thine fiairre exceeds them all : of all the creatures 
That ever were created, thou art bafeft. 
What ferpent would beguile thee of thy office ? 
It is deteftable : for thou liv'fl 
Upon the dregs of Harlots, guard'ft the dore, 
Whilft couples goe to dauncing : O courfe devill ! 
Thou art the baftards ciufe, thou brandil his birth. 
The lechers French difeafe : for thou dry-fuck(l him : 
The Harlots poyfon, and thine owne confufion. 

Baw. Mary come up with a pox, have you no 
body to raile againfl, but your Bawd now 1 

Bell, And you, knave Pandar, kinfman to a Bawd. 

jRog, You and I Madona, are Cozens. 

Bell, Of the fame blood and making, neere allied, 
Thou, that flave to fixpence, bafe mettal'd villaine. 

Ro^, Sixpence? nay that's not fo: I never tooke 
under two (hillings foure-pence, I hope I knowmy fee. 

Bell, I know not againfl which mod to inveigh : 
For both of you are damn'd fo equally. 
Thou neuer fpar'd for oathes, fweafd any thing. 
As if thy foule were made of (hoe-leather. 
God dam nUy Gentlemen^ tfjhe be within^ 
When in the next roome (he's found dallying. 

Rog, If it be my vocation to fweare, every man 
in his vocation : I hope my betters fwear and dam 
themfelves, and why (hould not I % 

Bell, RogeTy you cheat kind Gentlemen. 

Rog, The more guiles they. 

Bdl. Slave, I caiheer thee. 
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Baw. And you doe cafheer him, he (hall be en- 
tertained. 

Jiog, Shall I % then blurt a your fervice. 

Bdi, As hell would have it, entertain'd by you 1 
I dare the divell himfelfe to match thofe two. Exit, 

Baw. Mary gup, are you growne fo holy, fo pure, 
fo honed with a pox t 

Bog. Scurvie honed Punck ! but day MadonOy how 
mud our agreement be now) for you know I am to 
have all the commings in at the hall dore, and you at 
the chamber dore. 

Ba, True Rog, except my vailes. 

Rog. Vailes, what vailes ] 

Ba, Why as thus, if a couple come in a Coach, 
and light to lie downe a litde, then Roger that's my 
fee, and you may walk abroad ; for the Coach-man 
himfelfe is their Pandar. 

Ro, Is a fo 1 in truth I have almod forgot, for want 
of exercife : But how if I fetch this Citizens wife to 
diat Gull, and that Madona to that Gallant, how then ? 

Ba, Why then, Roger^ you are to have dxpence a 
lane, fo many lanes, fo many iixpences. 

Ro, Id fo % then I fee we two diall agree and live 
together. 

Ba, I Roger y fo long as there be any Tavemes and 
bawdy houfes in Millain. Exeunt, 



SCENA IX. 

Enter Bellafronte with Lute^ Pen^ inke^ and paper 

being placed before her. 

Song. 

THe Courtiers flattering Jewels^ 
(Temptations onelyfiuls) 
The Lawyers ill-got monies^ 
That fuck up poor e Bees Honyts : 
The Citizens fonnis ryot^ 
The gcUlant cofUy dyet : 
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Silks and VelvdSy Pearles and Ambers^ 

Shall not draw me to thar Chambers. 

Silks and Velvets^ &>€. Shee writes. 

Oh 'tis in vaine to write : it wil not pleafe, 
Inke on this paper would ha but prefented 
The foule blacke fpots that ilick upon my foule, 
And rather make me loathfomer, then wrought 
My loves impreflion in Hipolitoes thought 
No, I mull tume the jjjaft^ leaves of my bred, 
And pick out fome fweet means to breed my refL 
HipolitOy beleeve me I will be 
As true unto thy heart, as thy heart to thee, 
And hate all men, their gifts and company. 

Enter MathceOy Caftruchio^ FluellOy Fioraito. 

Mat, You, goody Puncke, fuhaudi Cockatrice, O 
yare a fweet whore of your promife, are you not 
think you 1 how well you came to fupper to us lafl 
night ; mew, a whore and breake her word 1 nay you 
may blufh, and hold downe your head at it well 
enough : Sfoot^ aske thefe Gallants if we (laid not till 
we were as hungry as Sergeants. 

Flu, I, and their Yeomen too. 

Cajlr, Nay faith Acquaintance^ let me tell you, you 
forgat your felfe too much : we had excellent cheere, 
rare vintage, and were drunke after fupper. 

Fior, And when wee were in our Woodcocks 
(fweete Rogue) a brace of Guiles, dwelling here in 
Uie City, came in^ and paid all the (hot 

McU, Pox on her, let her alone. 

BeU. O, I pray doe, if you be Gentlemen : 
I pray depart the houfe : belhrew the doore 
For being fo eafily intreated : faith, 
I lent but little eare unto your talke, 
My minde was bufied otherwife in troth, 
And fo your words did unregarded palfe : 
Let this fuffice, I am not as I was. 
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Flu, I am not what I was ! no He be fwome thou 
art not : for thou wert honed at five, and now th'art 
a Puncke at fifteene: thou wert yefterday a fimple 
whore, and now th'art a cunning Conny-catching 
baggage to day. 

BcU, I'le fay Ime worfe, I piay foriake me 
then, 
I doe defire you leave me, Gentlemen. 
And leave your felves : O be not what you are, 
(Spend-thrifts of foule and body) 
Let me perfwade you to forfake all Harlots, 
Worfe then the deadlied po)rfons, they are worfe : 
For oVe their foules hangs an eternall curfe. 
In being flaves to (laves, their labours perifh, 
Th'are feldome bled with fruit ; for ere it bloflbms, 
Many a worme confounds it 
They have no iiTue but foule ugly ones. 
That run along with them, e'ne to their graves : 
For (lead of children, they breed ranke difeafes, 
And all you Gallants can bedow on them. 
Is that French Infant, which ne'r adls, but fpeakes : 
What (hallow fonne and heire then, fooli(h gallant. 
Would wade all his inheritance, to purchafe 
A filthy loath'd difeafe 1 and pawne his body 
To a dry evill : that ufurie's word of all, 
When th'Intred will eate out the Principal! 

Mat Sfoot, (he guiles era the bed : this is alwaies 
her faihion, when (he would be rid of any company 
that (hee cares not for, to enjoy mine alone. 

Hu, Whats heere f Indrudlions, Admonitions, and 
Caveats 1 Come out, you fcabbard of Vengeance. 

Mat FludlOy fpume your hounds when they foide, 
you (hal not fpume my Puncke, I can tell you my 
blood is vext. 

Flu. Pox a your blood : make it a quarrelL 

Mat Y'are a (lave, will that ferve tume f 

Omnes. Sblood, hold, hold. 

Caft, MathaOj FlueUo^ for (hame put up. 

Bdl, O how many thus 
Mov'd with a little foUy, have let out 
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Their foules in brothell houfes, fell downe and died 
Jufl at their harlots foot, as 'twere in pride. 

Flu. Mathao^ we (hall meet 

Mat, I, I, any where, faving at Church : 
Pray take heede we meete not Siere. 

Flu, Adue Damnation. 

Caftr, Cockatrice, farewelL ]/' j 

Put. There's more deceit in women, then in hell. 

Exeunt. 

Mat, Ha, ha, thou dofl gull em fo rarely, fo 
naturally : if I did not thinke thou hadd beene in 
earned : thou art a fweete Rogue for't yfaith. 

Bell, Why are not you gone too, fignior Mathceo 1 
I pray depart my houfe : you may beleeve me, 
In troth I have no part of harlot in me. 

Mat, How is this % 

Bell, Indeed I love you not : but hate you worfe 
Then any man, becaufe you were the firll 
Gave money for my foule : you brake the Ice, 
Which after tumd a puddle : I was led 
By your temptation to be miferable : 
I pray feeke out fome other that will fall, 
Or rather, I pray feeke out none at alL . 

Mat, Is't poffible to be impoffible! an honed / 
whore I I have heard many honed Wenches tume 
Strumpets with a wet finger^ but for a Harlot to tume 
honed, is one of Hercules Labours. It was more 
eaiie for him in one night to make fifty queanes, then 
to make one of them honed againe in fif^ yeares. 
Come, I hope thou dod but jed. 

Bdl, Tis time to leave off jeding, I had almod 
Jeded away fialvation : I (hall love you, 
If you will foone foriake me. 
Mat. God be with thee. 
Bell. O tempt no more women : 
Shunne their weighty curfe, 
Women (at bed) are bad, make them not worfe 
You gladly feeke our Sexes overthrow : 
But not to raife our States for all your wrongs : 
Will you vouchlJEife me but due' recompence. 
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To many with me ? 

Mat How ! marry with a Puncke, a Cockatrice, a 
Harlot t mary foh, He be burnt thorow the nofe firil. 

Bell Why la f thefe are your othcs : you love to 
midoe us, 

To put heaven from us, whilft our bed houres waile : 
You love to make us lewd, but never chafle. 

Mai, He heare no more of this : this ground upon, 
Th'art damn'd for altring thy religion. Exit, 

Bell, Thy Lud and Sinne fp^e fo much : 
Go thou my mine. 

The firft fall my foule tooke ; by my exam()le 
I hope few maidens now will put their heads 
Under mens girdles : who lead truds, is mod wife : 
Mens othes doe cad a mid before our eyes, 
My bed of wit, be ready, now I goe, 
By fome device to greet Hipolito, 

SCENA X. 

Enter afervantfettingaut a lable^ on which he places 
a Scully a FiHurey a Boohe^ and a Taper,, 

Ser, So, this is Monday morning, and now mud I 
to my hufwifry : would I had beene created a Shoo- 
maker, for all the Gentle-craft are Gentlemen every 
Monday by their Coppie, and fcome (then) to worke 
one true ditch. My mader means fure to tume me 
into a dudent, for heere's my Booke, here my Deske, 
liere my Light, this my clofe chamber, and heere my, 
Puncke : fo that this dull drowfie fird day of the weeke, 
makes me halfe a Pried, halfe a Chaundler, halfe a 
Painter, halfe a Sexton, I and halfe a Bawd : for all 
this day my office is to doe nothing but keepe the 
doore. To prove it, look you, this good face and 
yonder gentleman (fo foone as ever my backe is 
tumd) will be naught together. Enter Hipolito, 

Htp, Are all the windows diut ? 

Ser, Clofe fir, as the fid of a Courtier that hath 
dood in three reignes. 
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Hip. Thoa art a fidd^foll fervant, and obferVfl 
The Kalender, both of my folemne -vonfeSi 
And ceremonious forrow : Get thee gonei 
I charge thee on thy Ufe, let not die fomid 
Of any womans vt»ce pierce through that doore. 

Ser. If they doe (my Lord) lie pierce fbme of them ; 
What will your Lordihip have to breakfafl 1 

Hip. Sigha 

Ser. What to dinner f 

Hip. Teares. 

Ser. The one of them (my Lord) will fill you too full 
of wind, the other wet you too much. What to fupper 1 

Hip. That which now thou cand not get me, the 
confiancy of a woman. 

Ser. Indeed thats harder to come by then ever 
was Ollend 

Hip. Prethee away. 

Ser. Ee make away my felfe prefently, which few 
fervants will doe for their Lords ; but rather helpe to 
make them away : Now to my doore-keeping, I hope 
to picke fomething out of it ExU4 

Hip. My Infdices face, her brow, her eie, 
The dimple on her cheeke : and fuch fweet skill, 
Hath from the cunning workmans pencill flowne, 
Thefe lips looke freih and lively as her owne, 
Seeming to move and fpeake. Las I now I fee, 
The reafon why fond women love to buy 
Adulterate complexion : here 'tis read, 
Salfe colours lail after the true be dead. 
^*nbf all the Rofes grafted on her cheekes, 
Of all the graces dancing in her eyes, 
Of all the Muficke fet upon her tongue. 
Of all that was pail womans excellence^ 
In her white bofome ; look ! a painted boord^^/^ 
Circumfdibes all : Earth can no blifle afibordT 
Nothing of her but this t this cannot fpeake. 
It has no lap for me to reft upon, 
No lip worth tailing : here the wormes will feed. 
As in her coffin : hence then idle Art, 
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Trae love's bed pidlm'd in a trae-loves heart 
Here art thou drawne iweet maide, till this be dead^ 
So that thou liv'fl twice, twice art buried. 
Thou figure of my friend, lie there. What's here I 
Perhaps this (hrewd pate was mine enemies : 
Las 1 fay it were : I need not feare him now : 
For all his braves, his contumelious breath, 
His frownes (tho dagger-pointed) all his plot, 
(Tho ne're fo mifchievous) his Italian pilles, 
His quairels, and (that common fence) his law, 
See, fee, they're all eaten out ; here's not left one : 
How cleane they're pickt away I to the bare bone I 
How mad are mortals then to reare great names 
On tops of fwelling houfes f or to weare out 
Their fingers ends (in durt) to fcrape up gold ! 
Not caring fo (that fumpter-horfe^ the backe 
Be himg with gawdy trappings, with what courfe 
Yea rags moil beggarly, they cloath the foule : 
^et (after all) their Gayneffe lookes thus foule. 
/What fooles are men to build a garifh tombe, 
Onely to fave the carcafe whilft it rots. 
To maintain't long in ftinking, make good carrion. 
But leave no good deeds to preferve them found. 
For good deeds keep men fweet, long above groimd. 
And mull all come to this ; fooles, wife, all hither, 
Muft all heads thus at laft be laid together : 
Draw me my pidlure then, thou gr ave neate work eman. 
After this falhion, not like this ; thefe colours 
In time kiffmg but aire, will be kift off : 
But here's a fellow ; that which he layes on. 
Till doomes day, alters not complexion : 
Death's the beft Painter then : They that draw (hapes. 
And live by wicked faces, are but Gods Apes. 
They come but neere the life, and there they ftay, 
This fellow drawes life too : his Art is ftiller. 
The pidVures which he makes are without coloiu*. 



\ 



Enter hisfervant, 

Ser, Here's a perfon would fpeake with you Sir. 
Hip. Hah! 
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Ser, A Parfon, fir, would fpeake with you. 

Bip. Vicar ] 

Ser, Vicar t no fir, has too good a face to be a 
Vicar yet, a youth, a very youth. 

Jlip, What youth f of man or woman 1 locke the 
dores. 

Ser. If it be a woman, maiy-bones and Potato pies 
keepe me for medling witli her, for the thing has got 
the breeches, 'tis a male-varlet fure my Lord, for a 
womans tayler ne're meafur'd him. 

Hip. Let him give thee his medage and be gone. 

Ser. Hee fayes hee*s Signior Matheoes man, but I 
know he lies. 

Hip. How doll thou know it t 

Ser. Caufe has nere a beard : 'tis his boy I thinke, 
fir, whofo-e're paid for his nurfmg. 

Hip. Send him and keepe the dore. Reads. 

Faiafi liceat mihi, 
Fingere arbitrio meo^ 
Temperem Zephyro Uvi vela. 
Ide iaile were I to choofe, not in the Ocean, 
Cedars are (haken, when (hrubs do feele no bruize. 

Enter BeUafront like a Page. 

How % fi'om Maihceo % 

Bell. Yes my Lord 

Hip. Art fick ] 

Bell. Not all in health my Lord. 

Hip. Keep off. 

BeU. I do: 
Hard fate when women are compeld to wooe. 

Hip, This paper does fpeake nothing. 

Bdl. Yes my Lord, 
Matter of life it fpeakes, and therefore writ 
In hidden chara^er, to me inilrudlion 
My Maifler gives, and (leffe you pleafe to (lay 
Till you both meet) I can the text difplay. 

Hip. Do fo ; read out 

BeU. I am abready out : 
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Looke on my face, and read the (Irangeil (lory ! 
Hip, What villaine, ho ? Enter hisfervant. 

Scr, Call you my Lord ? 
Hip. Thou flave, thou hail let in the deviL 
Ser. Lord bleffe us, where 1 hee's not cloven my 
Lord that I can fee : befides the divell goes more like 
a Gendeman than a Page, good my Lord Boon cauroffo. 

Hip, Thou hail let in a woman, in mans (hape. 
And thou art damn'd for^t 

Ser, Not damn'd I hope for putting in a woman 
to a Lord. 

Hip. Fetch me my rapier, — do not : I (hall kill thee. 
Purge this infe<5led chamber of that plague, 
That runnes upon me thus : Slave : thnifl her hence. 
Ser. Alas my Lord, I (hall never be able to thrud 
her hence without helpe : come Mer-maid you mud to 
Sea agen. 

Bell. Here me but fpeake, my words (hall be all 
mufick: 
Heare me but fpeake. 

Hip. Another beates the dore, 
T'other Shee-devill, looke. 

Ser. Why then hell's broke loofe. Exit. 

Hip. Hence, guard the chamber : let no more 
come on. 
One woman ferves for man's damnation. 
Beflirew thee, thou doft make me violate. 
The chadeil and mod (andlimonious vow. 
That e're was entred in the court of heaven : 
I was on meditations fpotlefle wings, 
Upon my journey thither ; like a dorme 
Thou beatd my ripened cogitations, 
Flat to the ground : and like a theefe dod (land, 
To deale devotion from the holy land. 

Bell. If woman were thy mother ; if thy heart, 
Be not all Marble (or ift Marble be) 
Let my teares foften it, to pittie me, 
I do befeech thee do not thus with fcome, 
Dedroy a woman. 
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Hip, Woman I befeech thee, 
Get ihee fome other fiiite, this fits thee not : 
I would not grant it to a kneeling Queene, 
I cannot love thee, nor I mufl not : See, 
The copy of that obligation, 
Where my foule*s bound in heavie penalties. 

Bell. Shee's dead you told me, (he'le let fall her 
fuite. 

Hip. My vowes to her, fled after her to heaven, 
Were thine eyes cleare as mine, thou mightfl behold 

her. 
Watching upon yon bas ements of Starreg, 
How I obferve them : fhould fbreake my bond, 
This boord would rive in twaine, thefe wooden Hppes 
Call me mod perjur'd villaine, let it fuffice, 
I ha fet thee in the path ; ifl not a figne 
I love thee, when with one fo mod moil deare, 
He have thee fellowes % All are fellowes there. 

Bell. Be greater then a King, fave not a body. 
But from etemall fhipwracke keepe a foule, 
If not, and that againe, (innes pa^ I tread^ 
The griefe be mine, the guilt fall on thy head. 

Hip, Staie and take Phifick for it, read this booke, 
Aske counfell of this head what's to be done, 
He'le (Irike it dead that 'tis damnation, 
If you tume Turke againe, oh do it not, 
Tho heaven cannot allure you to doe well, 
From doing ill let hell fright you : and leame this. 
The foule whofe bofome Lu(l did never touch. 
Is Gods faire Bride, and maidens foules are fuch : 
The foule that leaving Chaflities white (hore. 
Swims in hot fenfuall flreames, is the divels whore. 
How now, who comes % Enter hisfervant. 

Ser. No more knaves my Lord that weare fmocks : 

heeres a letter from Do<Slor BenediH : I would not 

enter his man, tho he had haires at his mouth, for 

(feare he (hould be a woman, for fome women have 

)» I beards, mary they are halfe witches. SHd you are a 

i ' / fweet youth to weare a cod-peece, and have no pins 

I to fUcke upon it 
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Hip. He meet the Dcx^lor, tell him, yet to night 
I cannot : but at morrow rifing Sunne 
I will not faile : goe woman, fare thee well. Exeunt. 

BelL The lowed fall can be but into hell : 
It does not move him I mud therefore fly 
\ From this undoing Cittie, and with teares 
' Wa(h off all anger from my fethers brow, 
He cannot fure but joy, feeing me new borne, 
A woman honed fird, and then tume whore, 
Is (as with me) common to thoufands more : 
But from a drumpet to tume chade, that found 
1 Has od beene heard, that woman hardly found. Eocii. 

II. SCE. Enter Fufligpy Crambo^ and PoU. 

Fu. Hold up your hands gentlemen, here's one, 
two, three : (nay I warrant they are found Pidols, and 
without^flawes. I had them of my fider (and I know 
(he ufes to put nothing that's crackt) foure, five, fixe, 
feaven, eight and nine, by this hand bring me but a 
peece of his blood, and you fhall have nine more : He 
lurke in a Taveme not farre off, and provide fupper to 
clofe up the end of the Tragedy : The Linnen-Drapers 
remember, dand to't, I befeech you, and play your 
parts perfedlly. 

Cra. Looke you fignior, tis not your gold that wee 
weigh. 

Fuji, Nay, nay, weigh it and fpare not, if it lacke 
one graine of come. He give you a budiell of wheate 
to make it up. 

Cram. But by your favour fignior, which of the 
fervants is it, becaufe we'll punifh judly. 

Fujii. Mary 'tis the head man, you diall tad him 
by his tongue, a prettie tall prating fellow, with a Tuf- 
calonian beard. 

Poii. Tufcalonian ! very good. 

Fuil. Gods life, I was ne'r fo thrambed fince I 
was a Gentleman : my coxcombe was dry beaten, as if 
my haire had beene hemp. 
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Cram. Well dry beate fome of them. 

Fud, Nay, it grew f o high, that my fifler cried out 
murder, very manfully: I have her confent (in a 
manner) to have him pepperd : elfe He not doo't, to 
win more then ten cheaters do at a rifling : breake but 
his pate, or fo, only his mazer, becaufe He have his 
head in a cloth as well as mine, he's a Linnen Draper, 
and may take enough. I could enter mine Adlion of 
Batterie againd him, but we may perhaps be both J 
dead and rotten before the La^rs would end it 

Cram, No more to doe, but infconce your felfe 
'ith Taveme, provide no great cheare, a couple of 
Capons, fome Fefants, Plovers, an Oringeado-pie, or 
fo : but how bloodie foere the day be. Tally you not 
forth. 

Fuji, No, no, nay if I (lir, fome bodie (hall (linke : 
He not budge : lie lie like a dog in a manger. 

Cram, Wei, wel, to the Taveme, let not our fup- 
per be raw, for you (hall have blood enough, your belly 
full 

Fuji, Thats all, fo god (a me, I third after, blood 
for blood, bump for bump, nofe for nofe, head for 
head, plaifler for plaider, and fo farewell : what (hall 
I call your names becaufe He leave word, if any fuch 
come to the Barre t 

Cram, My name is Corporall Crambo, 

Poh, And mine. Lieutenant Foh, Eoceunt, 

Cram, Poll is as tall a man as ever opened Oif- 
ter : 
I would not be the Divell to meete Foh^ Farewell 

Fuji. Nor I, by this light, if Poh be fuch a Poh, 

Exeunt, 

Enter Candidoes wife in her Shop, and the 

two Prentijes, 

Wife, Whats a clocke now f 
2. Pren, Tis almod twelve. 
Wife, That's well. 
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The Senate will leave wording prefently : 
But is George ready f 

2* Prm, Yes forfooth, he's furbuflit 

Wife, Now as you ever hope to win my favour, 
Throw both your duties and refpedls on him, 
With the like awe as if he were your maifler, 
Let not your lookes betray it widi a fmile, 
Or jeering glaunce to any cullomer, 
Keepe a true fetled countenance ; and beware 
You laugh not whatfoe'r you heare or fee. 

a. Preru I warrant you millris, let us alone fi)r 
keeping our countenance : for if I lift, theres neuei a 
foole in all Milaine fhal make me laugh, let him play 
the foole neuer fo like an affe, whether it be the iaSi 
Court foole, or the leane Citty foole. 

Wife, Enough then, call downe George, 

a. Prm, I heare him comming. 

Enter George, 

Wife, Be ready with your legs then, let me fee 
How courtfie woiUd become him : gallantly ! 
Befhrew my bloud, a proper feemely man. 
Of a choice carriage, walks with a good port 

Geo, I thanke you Miftris, my back's broad enough, 
now my Mafters gown's on. 

Wife, Sure, I (hould thinke twere the leaft of fin, 
To miftake the Mafter, and to let him in. 

Geo, Twere a good Comedy of Errors that ifaith. 

a. Pren, Whi(^ whift, my Mafter. 

Enter CandidOy and Exit prefently. 

Wife, You all know your tasks : Gods my life ! 
What's that he has got on's backe 1 who can tell % 

Geo, That can I, but I will not. 

Wife, Girt about him like a mad-man, 
What, has he loft his cloake too 1 
This is the maddeft falhion that ere I few. 
What faid he George when he paffed by thee f 
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Geor. Troth miflris nothing : not fo much as a Bee, 
he did not hum : not fo much as a bawd, he did not 
hem : not fo much as a Cuckold, he did not ha : nei- 
ther hum, hem, nor ha, onely flared me in the face, 
paifed along, and made hade in, as if my iookes had 
wrought with him, to give him a floole. 

Wu Sure hee's vext now, this trick has mov^d his 
fpleene, 
Hee's angerd now, becaufe he uttred nothing : 
And wordleffe wrath breakes out more violent. 
May be hee'l ilrive for place, when he comes downe : 
But if thou loved me George^ afford him none. 

Geo. Nay let me alone to play my maflers prize, 
as long as my miflris warrants me : I am fure I have 
his bed clothes on, and I fcome to give place to any 
that is interiour in apparell to me, that's an Axiome, a 
Principle, and is obferv'd as much as the fafhion ; let 
that perfwade you then, that He fhoulder with him for 
the upper hand in the diop, as long as this chaine will 
maintaine it 

Wife, Spoke with the fpirit of a Maider, though 
with the tongue of a Prentife. 

Enter Candido like a Prentife. 

Why how now mad-man, what in your trickfi-coats 1 
Cand. O peace good miflris. 

Enter Crambo and PolL 

See what you lacke, what is't you buy ? pure Callicoes, 
fine Hollands, choife Cambrickes, neate Lawnes : fee 
what you buy : pray come neare, my maider will ufe 
you well, he can afford you a penny-worth. 

Wife, I that he can, out of a whole peece of Lawne 
iiaith. 

Cand, Pray fee your choice here Gentlemen. 

Wife. O &ie foole I what, a mad-man ! a patient 
madman 1 who ever heard of the like f Well fir. He 
fit you and your hiunour prefently : what, erode points ! 
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lie untie em all in a trice, He vex you ifaith : boy, 
take your cloke, quick, come. Eodt. 

Cand, Be covered George, this Chaine and welted 
gowne 
Bare to this coate : then the world's upfide downe. 

George. Umh, umh, hum. \ 

Cram. That's the (hop, and there's the fellow. 

Poh, I but the mafler is walking in there. 

Cram. No matter, wee'l in. 

Poh. Sbloud, dofl long to lie in Limbo ? 

Cram, And Limbo be in hell, I care not 

Cand. Looke you, Gentlemen, your choice : Cam- 
brickes 1 

Cram. No fir, fome fhirting. 

Cand. You (hall. 

Cram. Have you none of this (Irip'd Canvas for 
doublets? 

Cand. None (Irip'd fir, but plaine. 

2. Pren. I thinke there be one peece (brip'd 
within. 

Geo. Step fura and fetch it, hum, hum, hum. 

Cand. Looke you Gentlemen, lie make but one 
fpreading, here's a peece of cloth, fine, yet (hall 
weare like iron, tis without fault, take this upon my 
word, tis without fault 

Cram. Then tis better than you firra. 

Cand. I, and a number more : O that each foule 
Where but as fpotlede as this innocent white, 
And had as few brakes in it 

Cram. Twould have fome then : 
There was a (ray here lad day in this (hop. 

Cand. There was indeed, a little flea-biting. 

Poh. A Gentleman had his pate broke : 
Call you that but a flea-biting 1 

Cand. He had fo. 

Cram. Zounds do you (land to it ? Heflrikes him. 

Geo. Sfoot, clubs, clubs, prentices, downe with em, 
Ah you rogues, (Irike a Citizen in's (hop ? 

Can. None of you (lirre I pray, forbeare good 
George. 
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Cra$n. I befeech you fir, wee nuftookeaur markes^ 
deliver us our weapons. 

Geo, Your head bleeds (ir, cry dubs. 

Ccaid. I lay you (hall not, pray be patient, 
Give them dieir weapons : firs, y'are befl be gone, 
I tell you here are boyes more tough then Beaies : 
Hence, left more fifts doe walke about your eares. 

Both. We thanke you fir. Exeunt, 

Cand. You (hall not follow them : ( 

Let them alone pray, this did me no hanne, 
Troth I was cold, and the blow made me warme, 
I thanke em for't : befides, I had decreed 
To have a veine prickt, I did meane to bleed : 
So that there's monie fav'd : they are honeft men, 
Pray ufe 'em well, when they appeare agen. 

George, Yes &r, weel ufe 'em like honeft men. 

Cand, I, well faid George^ like honeft men, tho 
they be arrant knaves, for that's the phrafe of the 
Citie ; hei^ to lay up thefe wares. 

Mntcr his wife with Officers, 

Wife. Yonder he (lands. 

Off. What in a Prentices coaie ? 

Wife, I, I, mad, mad, pray take heede. 

Cand. Sow now 1 what news with them 1 
What make they with my wife f 
Officers, is (he attach'd ? Looke to your wares. 

Wife. He talkes to himfelfe : oh hee's much gone 
indeed. 

Off. Tmy plucke up a good heart, be not fo feare- 
full: 
Sirs hearke, weel gather to him by degrees. 

Wife, I, I, by degrees I pray : Oh me I 
What makes he with the Lawne in his hand Y 
Hee*l teare all the ware in my (hop. 

Off. Feare not, wee'l catch him on a fudden. 

Wife. You had need do fo, pray take heed of your 
warrant 

Offl I warrant miftris : Now fignior Candida. 
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CancL Now fir, what news with you fir t 

Wife. What news with you he faies ? Oh hec's 
far gone ! 

Off. I pray feare nothing, let's alone with him, 
Signior, you looke not like your felfe me thinkes, 
(Steaie you a tother fide,) y*are changed, /are altred. 

Cand, Chang'd fir^ why true fir, is change ilrange, 
tis not the fafhion unlefTe it alter. Monarkes tume to 
beggars, beggars creepe into the nefls of Princes, 
mailers ferve their Prentices, Ladies their ferving- 
men, men to tume to women. 

Off. And women tume to men. 

Can, I, and women tume to men, you fay tme, 
ha, ha, a mad world, a mad world. 

Off, Have we caught you fir % 

Cand. Caught me ! well, well, you have caught 
me. 

Wife, He laughs in your faces. 

George, A refcue (prentifes) my maflers catch- 
polU 

Off, I charge you keepe the peace, or have your 
legs 'gartered with yrons, we have from the Duke a 
warrant flrong enough for what we doe. 

Cand, I pray reft quiet, I defire no refcue. 

Wife. La, he defires no refcue, las poore heart. 
He talkes againft himfelfe. 

Cand. Well, what's the matter % 

Off. Looke to that arme. 
Pray make fure worke, double the cord. 

Cand. Why, why 1 

Wife, Look how his head goes, fhould he get but 
loofe. 
Oh twere as much as all our lives were worth. 

Off. Feare not, we'll make all fure for our owne 
fafetie. 

Cand. Are you at leifure now? well, what's the 
matter? 
Why doe I enter into bonds thus 1 ha ! 

Off. Becaufe y'are mad, put feare upon your wife. 
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Wife, O I, I went in danger of my life every 
minute. 

Cand, What, am I mad fay you, and I not know 
itt 

Off. That prooves you mad, becaufe you know it 
not. 

Wife. Pray talke to him as little as you can, 
You fee he's too farre fpent 

CancL Boimd with flrong cord, 
A fillers threed yfaith had beene enough, 
To lead me any where : wife, doe you long % 
You are mad too, or elfe you doe me wrong. 

George. But are you mad indeed maifler % 

Cand. My wife faies fo. 
And what Ihe faies George, is all truth you know : 
And whither now, to Bethlem monaAerie, ha 1 whi- 
ther 1 

Off. Faith ee'n to the mad-mens pound. 

Can. A God*s name, dill I feele my patience found. 

Eodt. 

Ge. Come wel fee whither he goes, if the mailer 
be mad, we are his fervants, and mud follow his deps, 
wee'l be mad-caps too : farewel midris, you dial have 
us all in Bedlam. Exeunt. 

Wife. I thinke I have fitted you now, you and 
your cloths. 
If this move not his patience, nothing can, 
rie fweare then I have a Saint, and not a man. 



SCENA XIII. 

EfUer Duke, Dollar, Buello, Caflruchio, Pioratio. 

Du. Give us a little leave ; Dodlor, your newes. 

Do^. I fent for him my Lord, at lad he came, 
And did receive all fpeech that went from me, ( 
As gilded pilles made to prolong his health : 
My credit with him wrought it : for fome men 
Swallow even empty hooks, like fooles that feare 

F 2 
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No drowning where tis deeped, caufe tis cleare : 
In th'end we fat and eat : a health I dranke 
To In/dices fweete departed foule, 
This traine I knew would take. 

Du. Twas excellent. 

Do^. He fell with fuch devotion on his knees. 
To pledge the fame. 

Du, Fond fuperflitious foole I 

DoH. That had he beene infiam'd with zeale of 
prayer, 
He could not poure't out with more reverence : 
About my neck he hung, wept on my cheeke, 
Kid it, and fwore he would adore my lippes, 
Becaufe they brought forth InfeUces name. 

Du, Ha, ha, alacke, aiacke. 

Do^, The Cup he lids up high, and thus he faid ; 
Here noble maid : drinks, and was poifoned. 

Du. And died 9 

DoH. And died, my Lord. 

Du, Thou in that word 
Had peec'd mine aged houres out with more yeares. 
Then thou had taken from Hipolito, 
A noble youth he was, but lelTer branches 
Hindring the greaters growth, mud be lopt off, 
And feede the fire : Do<5lor we'are now all thine, 
And ufe us fo : be bold. 

Do^, Thankes gracious Lord : 
My honored Lord : 

Du. Hum. 

Do6l, I doe befeech your grace to bury deepe. 
This bloodie a<5l of mine. 

Du, Nay, nay, for that, 
Do^or, looice you to*t : me it fhall not move, 
The'yre curd that ill do, not that ill doe love. 

Do. You throw an angry forehead on my face : 
But be you pleas'd backward thus far to looke, 
That for your good, this evill I undertooke. 

Du, I, I, we conder fo : 

DoO, And onely for your love. 
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Du, Confefl : ds true. 

Do^, Nor let it (land againil me as a bar, 
To thnifl me from your prefence : nor beleeve 
(As Princes haue quick Uioughts) that now my finger 
Being dipt in blood, I will not fpare the hand, 
But that for gold (as what can gold not do ?) 
I may be hir'd to worke the lik^ on you. 

Du, Which to prevent 

D06I. Tis from my heart as &r. 

Du. No matter Do6lor, caufe He feareles fleep. 
And that you (hall (land clear of that fufpition, 
I banifli thee for ever from my Court. 
This principle is old, but true as Fate, 
Kings may love treafon, but the traitor hate. Exit, 

Do, Ift fo 1 nay then Duke, your dale principle, 
\^th one as dale, the Doctor thus (hall quit. 
He fals himfelfe that digs anothers pit : 
How now ! where is he % will he not meet me I 

Enter the doctors man. 

Doctors man. Meet you fir, he might have met 
with three Fencers in this time, and have received 
lelle hurt then by meeting one Do<5lor of Phificke : 
Why fir, he has walkt under the old Abbey wall yon- 
der this houre, till hee's more cold then a Cittizens 
countrie houfe in Janiuere, you may fmell him behind 
fir : la you, yonder he comes. 

Do. Leave me. Enter HipoUto, 

Do. man. Itch lurch if you will Eoai. 

Do, O my moll noble fiiend I 

Hip. Few but yoin- felfe. 
Could have intic'd me thus, to trud the Aire 
With my clofe fighs : you fent for me, what news 1 

Do. Come, you mufl dofi* this blacke, die that 
pale cheek 
Into his owne colour, goe, attire you felfe 
Frefh as a Bridegroome when he meets his Bride, 
The Duke has done much treafon to thy Love, 
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Tis now reveal'd, tis now to be reveng'd : 
Be merrie, honoured friend, thy Lady lives. 

Hip. What Lady 1 

Do, Infalice^ (he's reviv'd, 
Reviv'd : Alacke ! death never had the heart, 
To take breath from her. 

Hip, Umh : I thanke you fir, 
Phificke prolongs life, when it cannot iave : 
This helps not my hopes, mine are in their grave. 
You doe fome wrong to mocke me. 

Do, By that love 
Which I haue ever borne you, what I fpeake 
Is truth : the maiden lives, that funerall, 
Dukes teares, the mourning, was alljcomiterii^ : 
A ileepie draught coined the world and you : 
I was his minifter, and then chambred up. 
To flop difcoverie. 

Hip, O treacherous Duke 1 

Do, He cannot hope fo certainely for bliile. 
As he beleeves that I have poifon'd you : 
He woo'd me too% I yeelded, and confirm'd him 
In his mod bloodie thoughts. 

Hip, A very deuill ! 

Do, Here did he clofely coach to Bergamo, 
And thither 

Hip. Will I ride, flood Bergamo 
In the Low Countries of blacke hell. He to her. 

Do, You fhall to her, but not to Bergamo : 
How PafTion makes you flie beyond your felfe : 
Much of that wearie journey I ha cut off. 
For fhe by letters hath intelligence. 
Of your fuppofed death, her owne interment, 
And all thofe plots, which that falfe Duke her father 
Has wrought againd you : and fheel meete you. 

Hip. O when 1 

Doc, Nay fee : how covetous are your defires, ^ 
Earely to morrow mome. 

Htp, O where good father % 
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Doc. At Bethlem monailerie: are you pleaa^d 
now t 

Hip, At Bethlem monailerie ! the place well fits, 
It is the Schoole where thofe that loofe their wits, 
Pra<5tife againe to get them : I am ficke 
Of that difeafe, all Love is lunatike. 

Doc. Wee'l fleale away this night in fome difguife : 
Father AnfdmOy a mod reverend Frier, 
Czpe^s our comming, before whom weel lay 
Heafons fo (Irong, that he (hall yeeld in bands 
Of holy wedlocke to tie both your hands. 

Hip. This is fuch happinefle, 
That to beleeve it, tis impoflible. 

Doc. Let all your joyes then die in misbeliefe, 
I will reveale no more. 

Hip. O yes good father, 
I am fo well acquainted with defpaire, 
I know not how to hope : I beleeve all. 

Doc. Weel hence this night, much mud be done, 
much faid : 
But if the Dodtor faile not in his charmes, 
Your Lady ihall ere morning fill thefe armes. ^ 

Hipol. Heavenly Phifitian! far thy fame ihall < 
fpread. 
That makfl two Lovers fpeak when they be dead. 

Eoceunt. 

Candidds wife, and George : PiorcUto meets them. 

Wife. O watch good George, watch which way the 
Duke comes. 

Geo. Here comes one of the butter-flies, aske 
hiuL 

Wife. Pray fir, comes the Duke this way 1 

Pio, Hee's upon comming midris. Exit. 

Wife. I thanke you fir : George, are there many 
mad folkes where thy maider lies 1 

Geo. O yes, of all countries fome, but efpecially 
mad Greeks they fwarme : troth midns, the world is 
altered with you, you had not wont to dand thus with 
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t, paper hambly complaining : but yoa're well enough 
ferv'd : provender prickt you, as it does many of our 
Cittie-wives befides. 

Wife. Doft thinke George we (hall get him forth I 

George, Truly miflris I cannot tel, I thinke youl 
hardly get him forth : why tis flrange I Sfoot I haue 
knowne many women that haue had mad rafcalls to their 
husbands, whom they would belabour by all meaitt 
poffible to keepe em in their right wits, but of a womaA 
to long to tiune a tame man into a madman, why tbt 
divell himfelfe was never ufde fo by his dam. 

Wife, How does he talke George \ ha! good 
George tell me. 

Charge. Why yovat bell goe fee. 

Wife, Alas, I am afraid. 

George. Afraid ! you had more need be alhazn'd, 
he may rather be afraid of yoiL 

Wife, But George, hee's not ilarke mad, is he I he 
does not rave, he is not home-mad, George^ is he t 

George, Nay I know not that, but he talkes like 
a Juflice of peace, of a thoufand matters, and to no 
purpofe. 

Wife. He to the Monailery : I (hal be mad till 
I enjoy him, I Ihall be ficke untill I fee him, yet when 
I doe fee him, I Ihall weepe out mine eyes. 

George, I, Ide faine fee a woman weepe out her 
eyes, that's as true as to fay, a mans cloake bumes, 
when it hangs in the water : I know youl weepe mif- 
tris, but what faies the painted cloth 9 

Thifl not a woman whenjhe cries. 
For fheel pumpt water from her eyes : 
With a wet finger, and in f after Jhowers, 
Then Aprill when he raines downe flowers. 

Wife, I but George, that painted doth is worthy 
to be hanged up for lying, all women have not teares 
at will, unleffe they have good caufe. 

George. I but raiftris how eafily will they finde a 
caufe, and as one of our cheefe-trenrhers fayes very 
learnedly : 
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As out of wormewood Betsfuckt Honey^ 
As from poore Clients Lawyers firke money. 
As Parfleyfrom a rofled cunny : 
So^ tho the day be n^r fo funny^ 
If wives will have it raine, dawne then it drives^ 
The calmeft husbands make theflormeft wives. 
Wife, Tame George^ but I ha done (lorming now. 
Geo. Why that's well done: good miflrisi throw 
sdide this fafhion of your humour, be not fo fantaflicall 
in wearing it : (lorme no more» long no more. This 
longing has made you come (hort of many a good 
^hing that you might have had from my maifler : Here 
eomes the Duke« 

Enter Duke^ FlueUo^ Pioratto^ Sinezi. 

Wife. O I befeech you pardon my offence, 
In that I durd abufe your Graces Warrant, 
Deliver forth my husband, good my Lord; 

Duke. Who is her husband t 

Plu. Candido my Lord. 

Duke. Where is he 1 

Wife. Hee's among the lunatickes, 
He was a man made up without a gall, 
Nothing could move him, nothing could convert 
His meeke bloud into fury, yet like a monfler, 
I often beate at the mod conflant rocke 
Of his unfhaken patience, and did long 
To vex him. 

Duke. Did you fo ? 

Wife. And for that purpofe. 
Had warrant from your Grace, to carry him 
To Bdhlem Monaflery^ whence they will not free him, 
Without your Graces hand that fent him in. 

Du. You haue longd faire, tis you are mad I feare, , 
Its fit to fetch him thence, and keepe you there : / 

If he be mad, why would you have him forth 1 

Geo. And plede your Grace, hee's not flarke mad, 
but only talkes like a yong Gentleman, fomewhat fan- 
tailically, that's all : there's a thoufand about your 
Court, City, and Country madder then he. 



74 The Hone/i Whore. 

Duke. Provide a warrant, you (hall have our hand 

Geo. Here's a warrant ready drawne my Lord. 

Duke, Get pen and inke» get pen and inke. 

Enter Ca^ruchb. 

Caft, Where is my Lord the Duke ? 

Duke, How now I more mad men ? 

Caft, I haue ilrange newes my Lord. 

Duke, Of what 9 of whom 1 

Cqflr, Of InfeUce, and a marriage. 

Duke, Ha 1 where % with whom % 

Caft, Hipolito, 

Gear, Here my Lord. 

Du, Hence with that woman, void the roome. 

Flu, Away, the Duke's vext 

Geo, Whoop, come miflris, the Duke's mad too. 

Du, Who told me that Hipolito was dead % Exeunt. 

Cafir, He that can make any man dead, the 
do<5lor : but my Lord, hee's as full of life as wilde^re, 
and as quicke : Hipolito^ the Do<5lor, and one more 
rid hence this evening ; the Inne at which they light" 
is Bethlem monaftery : Infelice comes from Bergamo 
and meets them there ; Hipolito is mad, for he means 
this day to be married, the after noone is the houre, 
and Frier Anfelmo is the knitter. 

Du, From Bergamo 1 id poflible 1 it cannot be. 
It cannot be. 

Cajl, I will not fweare my Lord, 
But this intelligence I tooke from one, 
Whofe braines worke in the plot 

Duke, What's he ? 

Cajl, Mathceo, 

Flu, Mathceo knowes all. 

Pior, Hee's Hipolitoes bofome. 

Duke, How farre (lands Bethlem hence % 

Omnes, Six or feaven miles. 

Du, 1(1 fo % not married till the aflemoone : 
Stay, (lay, lets worke out fome prevention : how ! 
This is mod (Irange, can none but mad-men ferve 
To dreffe their wedding dinner % all of you 
Get prefently to horfe, difguife your felves 
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Like Countrie Gentlemen^ 

Or riding Citizens, or fo : and take 

Each man a fevendl path, but let us meete 

At Bethlem monaflery, fome fpace of time 

Being fpent betweene the arrivall each of other, 

As if we came to fee the Lunatickes. 

To horfe, away, be fecret on your lives. 

Love muJd be punifht that unjuilly thrives. Exeunt. 

JFlu. Be fecret on your hves ! Caflruchio^ 
Y'are but a fcurvie fpaniell ; honed Lord, 
Good Lady : Zounds their love is jud, tis good, 
And lie prevent you tho I fwim in blood. Eodt. 

Enter Frier AnJdmOy HipolUo^ Mathao^ Infelice. 

Hip. Nay, nay, refolve good father, or deny. 

Anf, You preife me to an adl, both full of danger, 
And full of happines : for I behold 
Your fathers frowns, his threats, nay perhaps death 
To him that dare doe this : yet noble Lor4 
Such comfortable beames break through thefe cloudes 
By this bleil manage, that your honored word 
Being pawnd in my defence, I will tie fafl 
The holy wedding knot. 

Hip. Tulh, feare not the Duke. 

Anf, O fon ! wifely to feare, is to be free from feare. 

Hip, You have our words, and you ihall have our 
lives, 
To guard you fafe from all enfuing danger. 

Mat, I, I, chop em up, and away. 

Anf. Stay, when id fit for me, and fafed for you, 
To entertaine this bufmefTe 1 

Hip. Not till the evening. 

Anf. Be it fo, there is a Chappell flands hard by. 
Upon the wed end of the Abbey wall. 
Thither convey your felves, and when the Sunne 
Hath tum'd his backe upon this upper world, 
I'le marrie you : that done, no thundring voice 
Can breake the facred bond, yet Ladie, here you are 
mod fjeife. 
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It^ Fadier, your love's moft deere. 

Mat I, wdl iaide, locke us into fome little loome 
by our fdves, that we may be mad for an hoore or two. 

Hip. O good MaUut^ no, lets make no noife. 

MaL How ! no noife I dot yoa know where you 
are t sfoot amoogft al the mad-caps in MiUan : fo that 
to throw the honfe out at window will be the better, 
& no man will fnfpedl that we hiriLe heere to (leak 
muttxxi : the more fober we are, the more fcumy tis. 
And tho the FHer tell as, that here we are lafeft, I 
am not of his minde, for if thofe lay here that had loll 
their monie, none would ever looke after them, bat 
heere are none but thofe that have loft their wits, fo 
that if hae and cry be made, hither theyl come, and 
my reafon is, becaofe none goes to be married till he 
be ftarke mad. 

H^. Muffle your fdves, yonders Fbtdlo. 

Enter FbuUo. 

Mat. Zoonds! 

Fbi. O my Lord, thefe doakes are not for this 
raine, the tempdl is too great : I come fweating to 
tell you of it, that ]roo may get out of it 

Mat. Why what's the matter t 

Flu- What's the matter! you have matterd it 
£ure : the Duke's at hand. 

Omnes, The Duke? 

Flu. The very Duke. 

Hip. Then all our plots are tum'd upon our heads ; 
and we are blown up with our own underminings. 
Sfoot, how comes he 9 what vilaine duift betraie our 
being here 1 

Flu. Cq/lruchio told the Duke, and Mathao here 
told CaHruchio. 

Hip. Would you betraie me to Caftruchio% 

Ma. Sfoote, he damn'd himfelf to the pit of hell, 
if he fpake on't agen. 

Hip. So did you fweare to me : fo were you damn'd. 

Mat. Pox on 'em, and there be no &ith in men, if a 
man (hall not beleeve oathes : he tooke bread and fait 
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by this light, that he would never open his lips. 

Hip, Oh God, oh God. 

Anf. Son be not defperate, haue patience, you (hal 
trip your enemie downe by his owne flights ; How far 
is the Duke hence 9 

Flu, He's but new fet out, Caftnuhio^ Pioratto and 
Sinai come along with him : you have time enough 
yet to preuent them, if you have but courage. 

Anf. Ye (hall (leale fecretly into the Ch^ppell, 
And prefently be married : if the Duke 
Abide here dill, fpite of ten thoufand eyes^ 
You (hall fcape hence like Friers. 

Hip. O bled difguife I O happy man i 

Anf, Talke not of happinefle till your clos'd hand 
Have her b/th forehead, lUce the lock of Time : 
Be nor too flow, nor hafly, now you clime 
Up to the Tower of blifle, onely be wary 
And patient, thats aU : if you lUce my plot, 
Build and difpatch : if not farewell, then not. 

Hip. O yes, we doe applaud it : we'll difpute 
No longer, but will hence and execute. 
Fludlo you'll flay here* let us be gone. 
The ground that frighted Lovers tread upon. 
Is flttcke with thomes. 

Anf, Come then, away, tis meete, Exmnt. 

To efcape thofe thorns, to put on winged feet 

Mat, No words I pray FhteUoy for it flands us upon. 

Flu, Oh fir, let that be your lefTon : 
Alas poore Lovers I on what hopes and feares, 
Men tofle themfelves for women : When fhe's got 
The befl has in her that which pleafeth not 

Enter to FlueUoy the Duke, Caflruchio, Pioratto^ 
and Sinezifnmfeverall daores muffled, 

Du, Who's there % 

Cqfi. My Lord. 

Du. Peace ; fend that Lord away. 
A Lordfhip will fpoile all, lets be all fellowes. 
Whafshel 
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Caft. Fludh, or elfe Sinesi by his little legs. 

Omnes. All friends, all friends. 

Du. What, met upon the very point of time % 
Is this the place t 

Pio. This is the place my Lord. 

Du, Dream you on Lordfhips ! come no more 
Lords I pray : 
You have not feene thefe Lovers yet % 

Omn. Not yet 

Duk^. Cajlruchio^ art thou fure this wedding feate 
Is not till aftemoone t 

Caft, So it is given out my Lord. 

JDu, Nay, nay, tis like, theeves muil obferue their 
houres, 
Lovers watch minutes like Aflronomers, 
How fhall the interim houres by us be fpent f 

Mu, Lets all goe fee the madmen. 

Omn, Made content Enter Towne like a f weeper, 

Du, O here comes one, queflion him, queilion him. 

Flu, Now honed fellow, doil thou belong to the 
houfe? 

Tow. Yes forfooth, I am one of the implements, I 

fweepe the mad-mens roomes, and fetch draw for *em, 

and buy chaines to tie em, and rods to whip em, I was 

a mad wag my felfe here once, but I thank father An- 

felm^ he lafht me into my right minde agen. 

Du, Anfelmo is the Frier mu(l marry them, 
Queflion him where he is. 

Caft, And where is father Anfelmo now % 

Town, Marrie he's gone but eene now. 

Du, I, wel done, teU me, whither is he gone % 

Tow, Why to God a mighty. 

Flu, Ha, ha, this fellow's a foole, talkes idely. 

Pio, Sirra are all the mad folks in Millan brought 
hither % 

Tow, How all ! ther's a queflion indeed : why if 
all the mad folkes in Millan fhould come hither^ 
there would not be left ten men in the Cittie. 

Du, Few Gentlemen or Courtiers here, ha. 
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Taw, O yes, abundance, aboundance, lands no 
fooner fall into their hands, but flraight they run out a y 
their wits : Cittizens fons & heirs are free of the houfe tX 
by their fathers copy : Farmers fons come hither like 
geefe (in flocks) & when they ha fold all their com 
fields, here they (it and pick the ilrawes. 

Si, Me thinkes you ihould have women here 
afwell as men. 

Taw, O I, a plague on 'em, theirs no ho with 'em, u 
they're madder then March hares. 

Piu, Are there no Lawyers amongfl you % 

Taw, O no, not one : never any Lawyer, we dare 
not let a Lawyer come in, for he'll make 'em mad v^ 
fader then we can recover 'em. 

Du, And how long ifl e're you recover any of 
thelet 

Taw, Why according to the quantitie of the 
Moone thats got into 'em, an Aldermans fonne will 
be mad a great while, a very great while, efpecially if 
his friends left him well, a whore will hardly come to 
her wits agen : a puritane there's no hope of him, tm- 
lefTe he may pull downe the Steeple, and hang hinifelfe 
i'th bell-ropes. 

F7u, I perceive all forts of fifli come to your net 

Taw, Yes in truth, we have blockes for all heads, 
we have good (lore of wild-Oates heere : for the 
Courtier is mad at the Cittizen, the Cittizen is mad 
at the Countrie man, the Shoomaker is mad at the 
Cobler, the Cobler at the Carman, the puncke is mad 
that the marchants wife is no whore, the marchants 
wife is mad that the Punck is fo common a whore : 
gods fo, here's father Anfdma^ pray fay nothing that I 
tel tales out of the Schoole. Exit, 

Omn, God bleffe you father. 

An/el, I thanke you gentlemen. Enter Anfelma, 

Caft, Pray may we fee fome of thofe wretched 
foules. 
That here are in your keeping % 
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Anf, Yes, you fhalL 
But gentlemen, I mud dilarme you then, 
There are of mad-men, as there are of tame, 
All hiunourd not alike : we have here fome, 
So apifh and phantaiUcke, play with a feather, 
And tho twould grieve a foule to fee Gods image 
So blemiiht and de&c'd, yet doe they aifl 
Such anticke and fuch pretty lunacies, 
That fpite of Sorrow they will make you fmi]^ : 
Others agen we have like hungry Lions, 
Fierce as wilde Bulls, untameable as flies, 
And thefe have oftentimes from (Irangers fides 
Snatcht rapiers fuddenly, and done much harme, 
Whom if youl fee, you mufl be weaponlefle. 
, Offifu With all our hearts. 

Anf. Here, take thefe weapons in, 
Stand off a little pray ; fo, fo, ds well : 
Be (hew you here a man that was fbmetimes 
A very grave and wealthy Cittizen, 
Has ferv'd a prentifhip to this misfortune, 
Beene here feven yeares, and dwelt in Bergamo. 

Duke. How fell he from his wits f 

Anf. By loffe at Sea ; 
Be fbmd afide, queilion him you alone. 
For if he fpy me, heel not fpeake a word, 
Unleffe hee's throughly vext Dif covers an old man 

wrapt in a net. 

Flu. Alas poore foule I 

CafL A very old man. 

Duke. God fpeed father. 

I. Mad, God fpeed the Plough, thou (halt not . 
fpeed me. 

jRio. We fee you old man, dor all you dance in a 
net. 

I. Mad. True, but thou wilt daunce in a halter, 
and I (hall not fee thee. 

Anf. O, doe not vex him pray. 

Cafl, Are you a Fifherman father ? 

I. Mad. No, I am neither fifh nor flefh. 
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Flu, What do you with that net then % 

I. Mad, Dofl not fee foole 9 there's a frefh Sal- 
mon m*t : if you ftep one foot furder, you'l be over 
fhooes, for you fee I am over head and eares in the fait- 
water : and if you fal into this whirle-poole where I 
am, y*are drown'd : /are a drownd Rat I am fifhing 
here for five (hips, but I cannot have a good draught, 
for my Net breakes (lillp and breakes, but He breake 
fome of your neckes and I catch you in my clutches. 
Stay, flay, flay, flay, flay, wheres the wind) wheres the 
wind % wheres the winde 9 wheres the winde 9 Out 
you Guiles, you Goofe-caps, you Gudgeon-eaters I 
do you looke for the wind in the heavens ? ha, ha, ha, 
ha, no, no, looke there, looke there, looke there, the 
winde is alwayes at that doore : hearke how it blowes, 
puffe, puffe, puffe. 

Oimus, Ha, ha, ha. 

I. Mad, Do you laugh at Gods creatures? do 
you mock old age, you Rogues f Is this gray beard 
and head counterfet that you cry, ha, ha, ha ? Sirra, 
art not thou my eldefl fonne % 

Pior. Yes indeed father. 

i. Mad, Then th'art a foole, for my elded fon had 
a polt-foot, crooked legs, a verjuice face, and a peare 
coloured beard : I made him a SchoUer, and he made 
himfelfe a foole. Sirra, thou there : hold out thy hand. 

Du. My hand, wel, here tis. 

I. Mad, Looke, looke, looke, looke : has he not 
long nailes, and ihort haire ? 

Nu, Yes, monftrous (hort haire, and abhominable 
long nailes. 

I. Mad, Ten-peny nailes, are they not % 

Flu. Yes ten-peny nailes. 

I. Mad, Such nailes had my fecond boy : kneeic 
downe thou varlet, and aske thy father bleding: 
Such nailes had my middlemod fon, and I made him 
a Promoter : and he fcrapt, and fcrapt, and fcrapt, til 
he got the divel and all : but he fcrapt thus and thus 
and thus and it went under his legs, till at length a 
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companie of Kites, taking him for carrion, fwept up 
all, all, all all, all, all, all. If you love your lives, 
looke to your felves : fee, fee, fee, fee, the Turkes Gal- 
lies are fighting with my (hips, Bownce goes the guns : 
oooh ! cry the men ; romble, romble goe the waters : 
Alas, there ; tis fimke, tis lunke : I am undone, I am 
undone, you are the damn'd Pirates have undone me : 
you are by the Lord, you are, you are, (lop 'em, you are. 

Arrf, Why how now firra ! mufl I fall to tame you{ 

I. Mad, Tame me ! no, lie be madder then a 
roafted Cat : fee, fee, I am burnt with gunpowder^ 
thefe are our clofe fights. 

Anf, He whip you if you grow imruly thus. 

I. Mad, Whip me ! out you toad \ whip me : what 
jufUce is this, to whip me becaufe I am a beggar ? 
Alas 1 I am a poore man : a very poore man : I am 
(larv'd, and have had no meate by this light, ever 
fmce the great floud, I am a poore man. 

Anf, Well, well, be quiet, and you (hall have meate. 

I. Mad, I, I pray do ; for looke you, here be my 
guts : thefe are my rihs — ^you may looke through my 
ribs — fee how my guts come out : thefe are my red 
guts, my very guts, oh, oh 1 

Anfd, Take him in there. 

Omn, A very pitteous fight 

Cq/l, Father, I fee you have a bufie charge. 

Anf, They muft be ufde like children, pleafed 
with toyes, 
And anon whipt for their unrulineffe : 
He (hew you now a paire quite different 
From him that's gone : he was all words, and thefe 
Unleffe you urge em, feldome fpend their fpeech, 
But fave their tongues : la you, this hithermoft 
Fell from the happy quietnes of minde, 
About a maiden that he lov'd, and died : 
He followed her to Church, being full of teares, 
And as her body went into the ground. 
He fell (larke mad. This is a married man. 
Was jealous of a faire, but as fome fay, 
A very vertwous wife, and that fpoil'd him. 
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a. Mad, All thefe are whoremongers, & lay with 
TOy wife : whore, whore, whore, whore, whore. 
Flu, Obferve him. 

2. Mad, Gaffer Shoomaker, you puld on my 
>vifes pumps, and then crept into her pantofles : lie 
there, lie there : this was her Tailer ; you cut out her 
loofe-bodied Gowne, and put in a yard more then I 
allowed her, lie there by the Shoomaker : O maifter 
IDodlor ! are you here 9 you gave me a Purgation, and 
then crept into my wives chamber, to feele her pulfes, 
a.nd you faid, and (he laid, and her maide laid, that 
they went pit a pat, pit a pat, pit a pat : Do<5lor, He 
prat you anone into my wifes Urinall ; heigh, come 
aloft Jacke : this was her fchoole-maifier, and taught 
her to play upon the Virginals, and dill his Jadu 
leapt up, up : you prickt her out nothing but bawdy 
leifons, but He pricke you all, Fidler-Dodlor : Tay- 
ler-fhoomaker ; fhoomaker, Fidler, Dodlor, Tayler,: 
fo, lie with my wife agen now. 

Cajlr, See how he notes the other, now he feeds. 
9. Mad, Give me fome porridge. 

3. Mad He give thee none. 

2. Mcui, Give me fome porridge. 

3. Mad He not giue thee a bit. 

2. Mad, Give me that flap-dragon. 

3. Mad, He not give thee a fpoonefull : thou lieil, 
its no Dragon, tis a Parrat, that I bought for my 
fweet heart, and He keepe it 

2. Mad, Here's an almond for Pairat 

3. Mad Hang thy felfe. 

t. Mad, Here's a rope for Parrat 

3. Mad. Bate it, for He eate this. 

2. Mad, He ihoote at thee, and thou't give me 
none. 

3. Mad, Wutthou? 

2. Mad, He run a tilt at thee, and thou*t give me 
none. 

3. Mad, Wut thou \ doe and thou dar'ft. 
t. Mad, Bownce. 

G 2 
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3. Mad, O oh! I am ilaine I murder, murder, mur- 
der, I am flaine, my braines are beaten out 

Anf. How now you villains ! bring me whips : 
He whip you. 

3. Mad, I am dead, I am flaine, ring out the bell, 
for X am dead. 

Duke, How will you doe now (irra ? you ha kilFd him. 

2. Mad, He anfwer't at Seffions : he was eating 
of almond Butter, and I long'd foi't : the child had 
never been delivered out of my belly, if I had not 
kiird 'him, He anfwert at SefTions, fo my wife may 
be burnt ith hand too. 

Anf, Take 'hem in both : bury him, for he*s dead. 

3. Mad, Indeede, I am dead, put me I pray into a 
good pit hole. 

2. Mad, He anfwer*t at Seflions. Exeunt, 

^ Enter Beilafrante mad, 

Anf, How now hufwife, whither gad you ? 

Bell, A nutting forfooth : how do you gaffer % 
how do you gaffer 1 there's a French curfie for you too. 

JFlu, Tis Bella/rente, 

Pio, Tis the puncke by'th Lord. 

Duke, Father, what's (he I pray 1 

Anf, As yet I know not, ^ 

She came in but this day, talkes little idlely. 
And therefore has the freedome of the houfe. 

Bell. Doe not you know me \ nor you, nor you, 
nor you ? 

Omn, No indeed. 

Bell, Then you are an Affe, and you an Aile, and 
you are an Affe, for I know you. 

Anf, Why, what are they 1 come, tell me, what are 
they? 

Bell, They are Fifli-wives, will you buy any Gud- 
geons 1 gods fanty, yonder come Friers, I know them 
too : how doe you Frier % 

Enter HipolUo^ Mathceo^ and Infcelice difguifd in the 

habites of Friers, 
Anf, Nay, nay, away, you muft not trouble Friers 
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The Duke is heere, fpeake nothing. 

Bdl, Nay indeed you (hall not goe : wee'll run at 
barleybreake firfl, and you ihall be in hell. 

Mat, My puncke tum'd mad whore, as all her 
fellowes are % 

Hip. Say nothing, but (leal hence, when you fpie 
time. 

Anf, I'le locke you up, if /are unruly, fie. 

Bell. Fie, marrie fo : they (hall not goe indeed till 
I ha tolde liem their fortunes. 

Duke. Good father, give her leave. 

Bell. I pray, good &ther, and I*le give you my 
bleffing. 

Anf. Well then, be briefe, but if you are thus un- 
ruly, 
He have you lockt up (ad. 

Pio. Come, to their fortunes. 

Bell. Let me fee, i. 2. 3. and 4. lie begin with 
the little Frier fird, beer's a fine hand indeed, I never 
law Frier have fuch a dainde hand : heere's a hand for 
a Ladie, heere's your fortune. 
You love a Frier better than a Nun, 
Yet long youl love no Frier, nor no Friers fonne. 
Bow a Uttle, the line of life is out, yet I am afraid, 
For all /are holy, you'll not die a maid : God give 
you joy. 
Now to you Frier Tucke. 

Mat. God fend me good lucke. 

Bell. You love one, and one loves you : 
You are a falfe knave, and (he's a Jew, 
Here is a Diall that falfe ever goes. 

Mat. O your wit drops ! 

Bdl. Troth fo does your nofe ; 
Nay lets (hake hands with you too : 
Pray open, here's a fine hand : 
Ho Frier ho, God be here. 
So he had need : you'l keepe good chearc, j 
Here's a free table, but a frozen bread. 
For youl flarve thofe that love you bed. 
Yet you have good fortune, for if I am no liar. 
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Then you are no Frier, nor you, nor you no Frier, 
Ha, ha, ha, ha. Dif cavers them, 

Du, Are holy habits clokes for villanie % 
Draw all your weapons. 

Hip. Doe, draw all your weapons, 

Duke, Where are your weapons % draw. 

Omn, The Frier has guld us of 'em. 

Mat, O rare tricke ! 
You ha leam'd one mad point of Arithmeticke. 

Hip, Why fwels your fpleene fo hie % againfl what 
bofom 
Would you your weapons draw, hers, tis your 

daughters : 
Mine, tis your fonnes. 

Du, Sonne ? 

Mad, Sonne, by yonder Sunne. 

Hip, You cannot (hed blood here but tis your 
owne. 
To fpill your owne blood were damnation : 
Lay fmooth that wrinkled brow, and I willl throw 
My felfe beneath your feet : 
Let it be nigged (lill and flinted ore. 
What can come forth but fparkles that will bume 
Your felfe and us 1 (he's mine, my claime's mod good, 
She's mine by marriage, tho (he's yours by blood. 
I have a hand (deare Lord) deepe in this a6l. 
For I f orefaw this (lorme, yet willingly 
Put for^h to meet it : Oft have I feene a father 
Waihing the wounds of his deare fonne in tears, 
A fonne to curfe the fword that (Irucke his father, 
Both (laine i'th quarrell of your families, 
Thofe fears are now tane o(f : And I befeech you 
To feale our pardon, all was to this end. 
To turne the ancient hates of your two houfes 
To frelh greene friendftiip, that your Loves might 

looke 
Like the Springs forehead, comfortably fweet : 
And your vext foules in peacefull union meete. 
Their blood will now be yours, yours will be theirs 
And happine(fe (hall crowne your filver haires. 
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Fhi, You fee (my Lord) theres now no remedie. 

Omn. Befeech your Ix)rdlhip. 

Du, You befeech faire, you have me in place fit 
6 bridle me, rife Frier, you may be glad 
ou can make madmen tame, and tame men mad, 
Since Fate hath conquerd, I mufl reft content. 
To ftrive now, would but adde new punifhment : 
I yeeld unto your happineffe, be bleft, 
Our families (hall henceforth breath in reft. 

Omn, O happy change ! 

Du. Yours now is my content, 
I throw upon your joyes my full confent 

BeL Am not J a good girle, for finding the Frier in 
the wel 1 Gods fo, you are a brave man : will not you 
buy me fome fugar plums, becaufe I am fo good a 
fortune teller. 

Du, Would thou hadft wit (thou pretty foule) to 
aske, 
As I have will to give. 

Beil. Prettie foule, a pretty foule is better then a 
prety bodie : doe not you know my prettie foule f 
I know you : Is not your name Mathao ) 

Mat, Yes lamb. 

Bell. Baa Lamb ! there you lie, for I am mutton : 
looke fine man, he was mad for me once, and I was 
mad for him once, and he was mad for her once, and 
were you never mad 1 Yes I warrant, I had a fine 
Jewell once, a verie fine Jewell, and that naughty 
man ftole it away fi'om me, a very fine and a rich 
jewelL 

Du, What Jewell pretty maidel 

Bell, Maide, nay that's a lie : O 'twas a very rich 
Jewell, called a Maiden head, and had not you it 
leerer. 

Mat, Out you mad affe ! away. 

Du, Had he thy Maiden-head 1 
He (hall make thee amends, and marrie thee. 

Bell, Shall he! O brave Arthur of Bradley 
then? 
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Du. And if he bear the mind of a gentleman, 
•'• know he will. 

Mat, I thinke I rifled her of fome fuch paltry jewell. 

Du, Did you? then marry her, you fee die 
wrong 
Has led her fpirits into a limacie. 

Mat. How, marry her my Lord ? sfoote many a 
madwoman : let a man get the tamed wife he can 
come by, fhee^ be mad enough afterward, doe what 
he can. 

Du. Nay then, father Anfdmo here (hall do his 
bed, 
To bring her to her wits, and will you then? 

Mat. I cannot tell, I may choofe. 

Du. Nay then Law (hall compell : I tell you fir. 
So much her hard fate moves me, you (hould not 

breath 
Under this aire, unlefle you married her. 

Mat. Well then, when her wits (land in their right 
place, 
rie marrie her. 

Bell. I thanke your Grace: Mathao, thou art 
mine : 
I am not mad, but put on this difguife, 
Onely for you my Lord : for you can tell 
Much wonder of me, but you are gone : farewell. 
MathaOy thou didfl firfl tume my foule blacke, 
Now make it white agen : I doe protefl, 
I'm pure as fire now, chaile as Cynthias brefl. 

Hip. I durft be fwome Maihao (he's indeed. 

Mat. Cony-catcht, guld, mud I faile in yoiur flie- 
boat, 
Becaufe I helpt to reare your maine-mad fird t 
Plague found you for^t, tis well. 
The Cockolds dampe goes currant in all nations. 
Some men ha homes giv'n them at their creations, 
If I be one of thofe, why fo : tis better 
To take a common wench, and make her good. 
Than one that fimpers, and at fird will fcarce 
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Be tempted forth over the threfhold doore, 
Yet in one fennight, zounds, tumes arrant whore : 
Come wench, thou (halt be mine, give me thy gols, 
Wee'l talke of legs hereafter : fee my Lord, 
God give us joy. 
Omn. God give you joy. 

Enter Candidots wife^ and George. 

Geo. Come miflris, we are in Bedlam now, mas and 
fee, we come in pudding time, for here's the Duke. 

Wtfe. My husband good my Lord. 

Duke. Have I thy husband f 

Ca/i. Its Candido my Lord, he's here among the 
lunaticks : father Anfdmo^ pray fetch him forth : 
this mad woman is his whfe, and tho (he were 
not with child, yet did (he long mod fpitefully to 
have her husband mad : and becaufe (hee would 
be fure he (hould tume Jew, (he placed him here in 
Bethlem, yonder he comes. 

Enter Candido with Anfelmo. 

Duke. Come hither Signior, are you mad % 

Cand. You are not mad. 

Duke. Why I know that 

Cand. Then may you know I am not mad that know y 
You are not mad, and that you are the Duke : 
None is mad here but one. How do you wife % 
What do you long for now ? pardon my Lord : 
She had lo(l her childes nofe elfe : I did cut out 
Penyworths of lawne, the lawne was yet mine owne : 
A carpet was my gowne, yet 'twas mine owne : 
I wore my mans coate, yet the cloth mine owne : 
Had a crackt crowne, the crowne was yet mine owne, 
She fayes for this Ime mad : were her words true, 
I (hould be mad indeed : O fooli(h skill ! 
Is patience madnefle f He be a mad-man (lill. 
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Wife, Forgive me, and He vex your fpirit no 
more. 

Duke, Come, come, wee'l have you friends, joyne 
hearts, joyne hands. 

Cand, See my Lord, we are even, 
Nay rife, for ill deeds kneele unto none but heaven. 

Duke, Signior, me thinkes patience has laid on 
you 
Such heavy weight, that you should loath it. 

Cand. Loa^ it ! 

Duke, For he whofe bread is tender, blood fo 
coole, 
That no wrongs heate it, is a patient foole : 
What comfort do you finde in being fo calme ? 

Cand. That which greene wounds receive from 
foveraigne balme, 
^ — Patience my Lord : why tis the foule of peace : 
Of all the vcrtues tis neer'fl kin to heaven. 
It makes men looke like gods : the bed of men 
That ere wore earth about him, was a fufferer, 
A foft, meeke, patient, humble, tranquill fpirit, 
The fird true Gentleman that ever breath'd. 
The dock of Patience then cannot be poore : 
All it defires, it has, what Monarch more 9 
It is the greated enemy to Law 
That can be, for it doth embrace all wrongs. 
And fo chaines up Lawyers and Womens tongues. 
Tis the perpetuall prifoners liberty : 
His walkes and orchards : tis the bond-flaves free- 
dome. 
And makes him feeme proud of each yron chaine. 
As tho he wore it more for ftate then paine : 
It is the beggars muficke, and thus fmgs, 
Although their bodies beg, their foules are kings. 
O my dread Liege ! It is the fap of blifle 
Reares us aloft ; makes men and Angels kifle. 
And lad of all, to end a houlhold drife, 
It is the hony gaind a wafpifh wife. 
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Duke. Thou giv'ft it lively colours : who dare (ky 
Hee's mad, whofe words inarch in fo good array % 
Twere finne all women (hould fuch husbands have. 
For every man mud then be his wifes Have. 
Come therefore, you (hall teach our Court to fhine, 
So calme a fpirit is worth a golden Mine, 
Wives (with meeke husbands) that to vex them long. 
In Bedlam mud they dwell, elfe dwell they wrong. 

Exeunt. 
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Alius primus, Sc^na prima. 

Enter at out doore Beraldo, Carolo, Fondnell, Aftolfo, 
with Seruin^mm, or Pages attending on them ; at 
another doore etiter Lodouico, meeting them. 



^■^"i^"- |y2jin$fM|iOod day, Gallants. 

"nines, Good morrow, fweet 
j^Lodouico. 
__^^__ Lodo. How doeft thou Carolo. 
Carolo. I'aith as the Plijficions doe in a Plaguy 
fee the World ficke, and am well my felfe. 
Fontineil. Here's a fweet morning. Gentlemen. 
Lod. Oh, a morning to tempt loue from his Ningle 
Ganimed, which is but to giue Dary Wenches ^eene 
gownes as they are going a milking ; what, is thy 
L<^d ftirring yet % 
Afiolfo. Yes, he will not be horft this houre, 
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Bercaldo. My lady fweares he (hall, for (he longs 
to bee at Court 

Carolo, Oh, wee ihall ride fwitch and fpuire, 
would we were there once. 

^ff/^ .Bryan the Footeman. 

Lod. How now, is thy Lord ready % 

Bryan, No fo crees fa mee, my Lady will haue 
fome little Tyng in her pelly firfL 

Caro. Oh, then theyle to breakefad. 

Lad. Footman, does my Lord ride y'th Coach with 
my Lady, or on horfebacke % 

Bry. No foot la, my Lady will haue me Lord 
(heet wid her, my Lord will fheet in de one fide, and 
my Lady iheet in de toderfide. Exeunt. 

Led. My Lady (heet in de toder fide : did you 
euer here a Rafcall talke fo like a Pagan 1 Is't not 
(Irange that a fellow of his (larre, (hould bee feene 
here (o long in Italy, yet fpeake fo (rom a Chridian t 

Enter Anthonio, Georgio, apoore SchoUer. 

AJloL An Irifhman in Italy ! that fo (Irange ! 
why, the nation haue running heads. 

Exchange Waike. 
Lod. Nay Carolo^ this is more (Irange, I ha bin in 
France^ theres few of them : Mary, En^and they 
count a warme chimny comer, and there they fwarme 
like Crickets to the creuice of a Brew-houfe ; but Sir, 
in England I haue noted one thing. 

Omnes. What's that, what's that of Engiand\ 
Lod. Mary this Sir, what's he yonder I 
Bert. A poore fellow would fpeake with my 
Lord. 

Lod. In England^ Sir, troth I euer laugh when I 
thinke on't : to fee a whole Nation (hould be mark't 
i'th forehead, as a man may fay, with one Iron : why 
Sir, there all Codermongers are Irifhmen. 
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Caro, Oh, that's to fhow their Antiquity, as com- 
ming from Eue, who was an Apple-wife, and they 
take after the Mother. 

Omnes. Good, good, ha, ha. 

Lod, Why then, (hould all your Chimny-fweepers 
likewife be Irifhmen % anfwer that now, come, your 
wit 

Caro, Faith, that's foone anfwered, for S. Patricfu ^ 
you know keepes Purgatory, hee makes the fire, and 
his Country-men coidd doe nothing, if they cannot 
fweepe the Chiranies. 

Omnes, Good agen. 

Led, Then, Sir, haue you many of them (like this 
fellow) (efpecially thofe of his haire) Footmen to 
Noblemen and others, and the Knaues are very 
faithfiill where they loue, by my faith very proper 
men many of them, and as adtiue as the cloudes, 
whirre, hah. 

Omfies, Are they fo ? 

Lod, And flout ! exceeding (lout ; Why, I warrant, 
this precious wild Villaine, if hee were put to't, would 
fight more defperately then fixteene Dunkerkes. 

AJlo, The women they fay are very faire. 

Lad, No, no, our Country Bona Robaes, oh ! are 
the fugrefl delicious Rogues. 

AJlo, Oh, looke, he has a feeling of them. 

Lod, Not I, I protefl, there's a faying when they 
commend Nations : It goes, the Irifliman for his 
hand, Welfhman for a leg, the Englifliman for a face, 
the Dutchman for beard. 

Fron, I faith, they may make fwabbers of them. 

Lod, The Spaniard, let me fee, for a little foot (I 
take it) the Frenchman, what a pox hath he ? and fo 
of the reft. 
Are they at breakfaft yet 1 come walke. 

AJi, This LodouicOy is a notable tounged fellow. 

Fron, Difcourfes well. 

Berc, And a very honeft Gentleman. 

AJio, Oh ! hee's well valued by my Lord. 

H 
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Hov Dov, bofv Qov, wbaf s ihet 

B^rt, Let^s make mwjwfa Vr 

B^Bm. Win h be loo^ fii; cie mj Ijord come 
fatht 

.4^ Would TOQ Qieake with mj Lord f 

Zd/. Hov DOT, whafs du% a Nvics BSI ? badi 
aiif here got diee with dnld, and nov will not 
kccne it? 

&Cm^ Xo £r, mr bofiiiefle is Tnto mr Lord. 

Lid. Hce's abocz: hb owne wife DOW, heele hardly 
inHj[tttrli two canfes in 2 iiwiMiig. 

AMk. Xo matter what he fiues^ fam ladf , hee*s a 
Kn^ht, there s no hold to be takes at his wndsL 

/rv. Mt Lord will pafie tiiis waj prcfentlj. 

BirL A prcttT phnnpe Rogae. 

A^ A good icflT boQDCxEg baggage. 

Bert. Doe TOO know her I 

LhL A pox 00 her. I was fere her same was in 
mrTable^ooke ooce; I know not of what cut her dye 
b DOW. bet ihe has beene more mnunon then To- 
bacco : this is £be thit had the name of the Honed 
IITwre. 

Chtma, Is this ibie ? 

ZwuC 'Htis is tbe Iwickamore dtat br wafldng was 
turned white : ihrs s the Btnibi: Pcece new foowred : 
this is thee that \if ary cc her rei^gion can be fened) 
was (aued by =a v Lord IiirK'&f, 

A.i,\ Sc.< hi5 beetle a *>x>d!T creature. 

Im, She has bcc ! thirds die Epitaph of all 
^^"Kxes* Tin well acv^TTarn^cd with die poore Gende- 
rvjin her HusbjurtA l.ocii ! whjt tbrtiraes that m^i* has 
occrrxr^ohed f She kirowes rsx tae, yet I hane beene 
•a her oom'^vxny. 1 icarce fcx>w her. >br the beanty of 
her chceke hath yVAe the Mcvtie- fumed ftnnge 
FcUihV^ Tiivx^ I beVki it : bet wxxrsec are like Med- 
V5?>> y-x^ iVx^«<T TV,>c b^:t Tvcx r. ^ 
\ >*\M\vtn l\:\ >fc-:i: ".v.vV, Vet > :r<r.t f.r:^ 
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¥et man is oft proued, in performance worft. 
Omnes, My Lord is come. 

Enter Hypolito, Infaeliche, and two waiting women. 

Hip. We ha wailed lialfe this morning : morrow 
Lodauico. 

Lod, Morrow Madam. 

Bip, Let's away to Horfe. 

Omnes. I, I to Horfe, to Horfe. 

^^ I doe befeech your Lordfhip, let your eye 
read o're this wretched Paper. 

inp. I'm in had, pray the good woman take fome 
apter time. 

Jnfte^ Good Woman doe. 

Bet. Oh las ! it does conceme a poore mans life. 

Hip. Life ! fweet heart 1 Seat your felfe, I'le but 
read this and come. 

Lod What {lockings haue you put on thi^ morning, 
Madam % if they be not yellow, change them ; that 
paper is a Letter from fome Wench to your Husband. 

Infx. Oh fir, that cslnnot make me iealous. 

Exeunt 

Hip, Your bufines, fir, to me % 

Ant. Tes my good Lord. 

Hip. Prefently fir ; are you Mathteos wife. 

Bda. That moll vnfortunate woman. 

Hip. I'm forry thefe llormes are fallen on him, I 
loue Mathao. 
And any good (hall doe him, hee and I 
Haue fealed two bonds of friendihip, which are flrong 
In me, how euer Fortune does him wrong ; 
He fpeakes here hee's condemned. Is't fo 1 

Bet. Too true. 

Hip. What was he whom he killed ? Oh, his 
name's here ; old lacomOy fonne to the Florentine 
lacomOf a dog, that to meet profit, would to the very 
eyelids wade in blood of his owne children. Tell 
Mathao, the Duke my father hardly ihall deny his 

H 2 
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figned pardon, 'twas faire fight, yes if minors tongue 

goe true, fo writes he here. 

To morrow morning I retume fi"om Court, 

Pray be you here then. lie haue done fir flraight : 

But in troth fay, are you Mathaos wife ? 

You haue forgot me. 

Bel, No, my Lord. 

mp. Your Turner, ^ 

That made you fmooth to run an euen byas, 
You know I loued you when your very foule 
Was full of difcord : art not a good wench flill 1 

Bel, Vmph, when I had loft my way to heauen, 
you (hewed it : 
I was new borne that day. Enter Lodouico. 

Lod. S'foot, my Lord, your Lady askes if you haue 
not left your Wench yet 1 When you get in once, you 
neuer haue done : come, come, come, pay your old 
fcore, and fend her packing, come. 

mp. Ride foftiy on before. He oretake you. 

Lod, Your Lady fweares flie'U haue no riding on 
before, without ye. 

Hip, Prethee good Lodouico, 

Lod, My Lord pray haften. 

mp, I come : to morrow let me fee you, fare you 
well : commend me to Mathieo : pray one word more : 
Does not your father Hue about the Court 1 

Bel, I thinke he does, but fuch rude fpots of 
Ihame 
Stick on my cheeke, that he fcarce knowes my name 

Hip, Orlando Frifcabaldo^ Is't not ? 

Bel, Yes my Lord. 

Hip, What does he for you ? 
• Bel, All he (hould : when Children 

From duty ftart, Parents from loue may fwarue. 
He nothing does : for nothing I deferue. 

Hip, Shall I ioyne him vnto you, and reftore you 
to wonted grace 1 

Bel It is impoflible. Exit Bellaf 

Hip. It (hall be put to tryall : fare you well : 
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The face I would not looke on ! lure then 'twas rare, 
When in defpight of griefe, 'tis Hill thus faire. 
Now, fir, your bufinefie with me. 

Ani, I am bold to exprefle my loue and duty to 
your Lordfhip in thefe few leaues. 

Hip, A Booke I 

AnL Yes my good Lord. 

Hip, Are you a SchoUer 1 

Ant, Yes, my Lord, a poore one. 

Hip, Sir, you honor me. 
Klings may be Schollers Patrons, but faith tell me. 
To how many hands befides hath this bird flowne, 
How many partners (hare with me t 

An, Not one in troth, not one : your name I held 
more deare, 
Fm not (my Lord) of that low Chara6ler. 

Hip, Your name I pray ? 

Ant, Antonio Georgia, 

Hip, Of Millan ? 

Ant, Yes my Lord. 

Hip. He borrow leaue 
To read you o're, and then we'll talke : till then 
Drinke vp this gold, good wits fhould loue good wine, 
This of your loues, the earned that of mine. 
How now, fir, where's your Lady, not gone yet ? 

Enter Bryan. 

Bryan, I fart di Lady is runne away from dee, a 
mighty deale of ground, fhe fent me backe for dine 
owne fweet face, I pray dee come my Lord away, wut 
tow goe now ? 

Hip, Is the Coach gone ? 
Saddle my Horfe the forrell. 

Bryan, A pox a de Horfes nofe, he is a lowfy raf- 
cally fellow, when I came to gird his belly, his fcuruy 
guts rumbled, di Horfe farted in my face, and dow 
knowell, an Irifhman cannot abide a fart, but I haue 
laddled de Hobby-horfe, di fine Hobby is ready, I 
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pray dee my good fweet Lord, wit tow goe now, and 
I will runne to de Deuill before dee 1 

Hip. Well, fir, I pray lets fee you Mafler Scholler. 

Bry. Come I pray dee, wut come fweet face? 
Goe. Exmnt, 

Enter Lodouico, Carolo, Allolpho, Bercaldo. 

Lod, Gods fo, Gentlemen, what doe we forget t 

Omnes. What % 

Lod. Are not we all enioyned as this day, Thurf- 
day is't not ? I as that day to be at the Linnen-drapers 
houfe at dinner ? 

Car, Stgniar Candidoy the patient man. 

AJh, Afore louey true, vpon this day hee's married. 

Berc, I wonder, that being fo flung with a Wafpe 
before, he dares venture againe to come about the 
eaues amongfl Bees. 

Lod. Oh 'tis rare fucking a fweet Hony-combe ; 
pray Heauen his old wife be buried deepe enough, 
that (he rife not vp to call for her daimce, the poore 
Fidlers Indruments would cracke for it, fhee'd tickle 
them : at any hand let's try what mettle is in his new 
Bride, if there be none, we'll put in fome ; troth it's a 
very noble Citizen, 1 pitty he Ihould marry againe, 
He walke along, for it is a good old fellow. 

Caro, I warrant, the Wiues of Millan would giue 
any fellow twenty thoufand Duckets, that could but 
haue the face to beg of the Duke, that all the Citizens 
in Millan might be boimd to the peace of patience, 
as the Linnen-draper is. 

Lod. Oh fy vpon't, 'twould vndoe all vs that are 
Courtiers, we fhould haue no whoe with the wenches 
then. 

Entar HipoUito. 

Omtus. My Lord's come. 

Hip, How now, what newes 1 

Omnes, None. 

Zjod. Your Lady is with the Duke her Father. 
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Hip, And we'll to them both prefently, whoe's 
thati 

Enter Orlando Frifcobaldo. 

Omnes. Signior Frifcobaldo, 

Hip, Frifcobaldo^ oh ! pray call him, and leaue 
me, wee two haue bufmeire. 

Car. Ho Sipiior ! Si^ior Frifcobaldo, 
The Lord Hipollito, Exeunt, 

Orla, My Noble Lord : my Lord Hipollito ! the 
Dukes Sonne ! his braue Daughters braue Husband 1 
how does your honord Lordfhip I does your Nobility 
remember fo poore a Gentleman as Signior Orlando 
Frifcobaldo \ old mad Orlando \ 

Hip, Oh fir, our friends ! they ought to be vnto vs 
as our Jewels, as dearely valued, being locked vp, & 
ynfeene, as when we weare them in our hands. I fee, 
FrifcabaldOy age hath not command of your blood, for 
all Times fickle has gone ouer you, you are Orlando 
iUlL 

OrL Why my Lord, are not the fields mowen and 
cut downe, and fi^ript bare, and yet weare they not 
pide coates againe ? tho my head be like a Leeke, 
white : may not my heart be like the blade, greene % 

Hip, Scarce can I read the Stories on your broW| 
Which age hath writ there, you looke youthfiill (liU. 

Orla. I eate Snakes, my Lord, I eate Snakes. 
My heart (hall neuer haue a wrinkle in it, fo long as I 
can cry Hem with a cleare voice. 

Hip. You are the happier man, fur. 

Orla. Happy man ! He giue you (my Lord) the 
true pidlure of a happy man ; I was turning leaues 
ouer this morning, and found it, an excellent Italian 
Painter drew it, If I haue it in the right colours, He 
beft.ow it on your Lordfiiip. 

Hip, I flay for it 

OrlcL He that makes goiu his wife, but not his 
whore. 
He that at noone-day walkes by a prifon doorc, 
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He that *ith Sunne is neither beame nor moate, 
He that's not mad after a Petticoate, 
lie for whom poore mens curfes dig ho graue, 
He that is neither Lords nor Lawyers ilaue, 
He that makes This his Sea, and That his Shore, 
He that in's Coffin is richer then before, 
He that counts Youth his Sword, and Age his Staffe, 
He whofe right hand carues his owile Epitaph, 
He that vpon his death-bead is a Swap, 
And Dead, no Crow, he is a happy man. 
Hip, It's very well, I thanke you for this Pidlure. 
Orla, After this Pi<5lure (my Lord) doe I (Iriue to 

haue my face drawne : 
For I am not couetous. 
Am not in debt, 
Sit neither at the Dukes fide, 
Nor he at his feete. 

Wenching and I haue done, no man I wrong, 
No man I feare, no man I fee ; 
I take heed how farre I walke, becaufe I know 

yonders my home. 
I would not die like a rich man, to carry nothing 

away faue a winding (heete : 
But like a good man, to leaue Orlando behind me. 
I fowed leaues in my Youth, and I reape now Bookes 

in my Age. 
I fill this hand, and empty this, and when the bell 

(hall toll for me, if I proue a Swan, & go fmging 

to my neft, why fo ? 
If a Crow ! throw me out for carrion, & pick out mine 

eyes, 
May not old Frifcabaldo (my Lord) be merry now ! ha ? 
Hip, You may, would I were partner in your 

mirth. 
Orla, I haue a little, 
Haue all things ; 
I haue nothing ; I haue no wife, I haue no child, haue 

no chick, and why fhould not I be in my locun- 

dare? 
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Hip. Is your wife then departed ? 

Orla, She's an old dweller in thofe high Countries, 
Yet not from me, 

Here, fhe*s here : but before me, when a Knaue and 
a Queane are married, they commonly walke like 
Serieants together : but a good couple are feldome 
parted. 

Hip. You had a Daughter too fir, had you not 1 

Orla, Oh my Lord ! this old Tree had one 
Branch, (and but one Branch growing out of it) It 
was young, it was faire, it was (Iraight ; I pruinde it 
daily, dreft it carefully, kept it from jhe winde, help'd 
it to the Sunne, yet for all my skill in planting, it 
grew crooked, it bore Crabs ; I hewed it downe, 
What's become of it, I neither know, nor care. 

Hip. Then can I tell you whats become of it; 
That Branch is witherd. 

OrL So 'twas long agoe. 

Hip. Her name I thinke was Bdlafronty fhe's dead. 

Orlatuio. Ha? dead? 

Hip. Yes, what of her was left, not worth the 
keeping, 
Euen in my fight was throwne into a Graue. 

OrL Dead ! my lafl and bed peace goe with her, 
I fee deaths a good trencherman, he can eat courfe 
homely meat, as well as the daintiefl. 

Hip. Why, FrifcabaldOy was fhe homely ? 

Oria. O my Lord ! a Stmmpet is one of the 
Deuils Vines ; all the finnes like fo many Poles are 
ftucke vpright out of hell, to be her props, that (he 
may fpread vpon them. And when (he's ripe, euery 
Slaue has a pull at her, then mu(l fhe be preft. The 
yong beautifull Grape lets the teeth of Lull on edge, 
yet to tafle that lickrilh Wine, is to drinke a mans 
owne danmation. Is Ihe dead ? 

Hip. Shee's turned to earth. 

Oria. Wod Ihe were tum'd to heauen ; Vmh, is 
Ihe dead ! I am glad the world has loll one of his 
Idols ; no Whore-monger will at midnight beat at the 
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doores ; In her graue fleepe all my {hame, and her 
owne ; and all my forrowes, and all her iinnes. 

Hip. I'm glad you are^^^az, not marble ; you are 
made 
Of mans bed temper, there are now good hopes 
That all thefe heapes of ice about your heart, 
By which a fathers loue was frozen vp, 
Are thawed in thefe fweet (howres fetcht from your 

eyes, 
Jl¥e are ne'r like Angels till our paiTion dyes, 
^e is not dead, but Hues vnder worfe fate, 
I thinke (he's poore, and more to clip her wings, 
Her Husband at this houre lies in the laylej 
For killing of a man, to faue his blood, 
loyne all your force with mine : mine fhall be (howne, 
Tlie getting of his life perferues your owne. 

Orla. In my daughter you will fay ! does fhe Hue 
then ? I am forry I waded teares vpon a Harlot, but 
the bed is I haue a handkercher to drinke them vp, 
fope can wa(h them all out agen. 
Is fhe poore ? 

Hip, Trud me, I thinke fhe is. 

Orla, Then (he's a right Strumpet ; I ne*r knew 
any of their trade rich two yeeres together ; Siues can 
hold no water, nor Harlots hoord vp money ; they 
haue many vents, too many (luces to let it out ; 
Tauemes, Taylors, Bawds, Panders, Fidlers, Swag- 
gerers, Fooles and Knaues, doe ail waite vpon a 
common Harlots trencher : (he is the Gally-pot to 
which thefe Drones flye : not for loue to the pot, but 
for the fweet fucket within it, her money, her money. 

Hip. I almod dare pawne my word, her bofome 
giues warmth to no fuch Snakes ; when did you fee 
herl 

Orla. Not feuenteene Summers. 

Hip. Is your hate fo old 1 

Orla. Older ; it has a white head, and (hall neuer 
dye tiU (he be buried. 
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Her wrongs (hall be my bedfeUow. 

Hip, Worke yet his life, iiiice in it liues her fame. 

Orlcu No, let him hang, and halfe her infamy de- 
parts out of the world : I hate him for her ; he taught 
her firfl to tafle poyfon ; I hate her for her felfe, be- 
caufe (he refufed my Phyficke. 

Hip, Nay but Frifcabaldo, 

OrL I detell her, I defie both, (he's not mine, (he's 

Hip. Heare her but fpeake. 

Orl. I love no Maremaides, He not be caught 
with a quaill pipe. 

Hip. Vare now beyond all reafon. 

OrL I am then a Bead, Su*, 1 had rather be a 
bead, and not di(honor my creation, then be a doting 
fether, & like Time, be the dedrudlion of mine owne 
broode. 

Hip. Is't dotage to relieue your child being poore t 

OrL Is't fit for an old man to keepe a whore ? 

Hip. 'Tis charity too. 

OrL Tis foolery ; releeue her ! 
Were her cold limbes dretcht out vpon a Beere, 
I would not fell this durt vnder my nailes 
To buy her an houres breath, nor giue this haire, 
Vnleffe it were to choke her. 

Hip. Fare you well, for lie trouble you no more. 

ExU 

OrL And fare you well fir, goe thy waies, we haue 
few Lords of thy inaking, that loue wenches for their 
honedy; Las my Girle! art thou poore 1 pouerty 
dwells next doore to defpaire, there's but a wall be- 
tweene them ; defpaire is one of hells Catch-poles ; 
and led that Deuill arred her. He to her, yet (he (hall 
not know me ; (he (hall drinke of my wealth, as 
beggers doe of running water, (reely, yet neuer know 
fix>m what Fountaines head it fiowes. Shall a filly 
bird picke her owne bred to nourilh her yong ones 
and can a father fee his child dame % That were hard ; 
The Pelican does it, and (hall not I. Yes, I will 
vidhiall the Campe for her, but it (hall be by fome 
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(liatagem ; that knaue there her husband will be 
hanged I feare, He keepe his necke out of the nooze 
if I can, he (hall not know how. 

Enter two Struing-men, 

OrL How now knaues, whither wander you ? 

1. To feeke your Worftiip. 

. Orl, Stay, which of you has my purfe, what money 
haue you about you f 

2. Some fifteene or fixteene pounds, fir. 

OrL Giue it me, I thinke I haue fome gold about 
me ; yes, it's well ; leaue my Lodging at Court, and 
get you home. Come fir, tho I neuer turned any man 
out of doores, yet He be fo bold as to pull your Coate 
ouer your eares. 

1. What doe you meane to doe fir ? 

OrL Hold thy tongue knaue, take thou my Cloake, 
I hope I play not the paltry Merchant in this bar- 
tring ; bid the Steward of my houfe, fleepe with open 
eyes in my abfence, and to looke to all things, what- 
foeuer I command by Letters to be done by you, fee 
it done. So* dpesit fit well ? 

2. As if it were madelor your Worihip. 

OrL You proud Varlets, you need not bee 
aihamed to weare blue, when your Mailer is one of 
your fellowes ; away, doe not fee me. 

Both, This is excellent Exeunt 

OrL I (hould put on a worfe fuite too ; perhaps 
I will My Vizard is on, now to this maske. Say I 
(hould fhaue off this Honor of an old man, or tye it 
vp (horter : Well, I will fpoyle a good face for once. 
My beard being off, how (hould I looke ? euen like 
A Winter Cuckoo, or vnfeatherd Owle ; 
Yet better lofe this haire, then lofe her foule. Exit 

Enter Candido, Lodouico, and Carolo. Lodouico 
other Guejls^ and Bride with Frentifes, 

Cand, O Gentlemen, fo late, y'are very welcome, 
pray fit downe. 
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Lod, Caroloy did*(l ere fee fuch a nefl of Caps! 

Afto. Me thinkes 
It*s a mod ciuill and mod comely fight. 

Lod, What does he'ith middle looke like I 

Afto, Troth like a fpire deeple in a Country Vil- 
lage ouerpeering fo many thatcht houfes. 

Lod, It's rather a long pike (laffe againfl fo many 
bucklers without pikes'; they fit for all the world like 
a paire of Organs, and hee's the tall great roaring 
pipe 'ith middell. 

Afto, Ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Cand, What's that you laugh at, Signiors ? 

Lod, Troth (hall I tell you, and aloude He tell it, 
We laugh to fee (yet laugh we not in fcome) 
Amongfl fo many Caps that long Hat wome. 

Lodo, Mine is as tall a felt as any is this day in 
MiUan^ and therefore I loue it, for the blocke was cleft 
out for my head, and fits me to a haire. 

Cand, Indeed you are good obferuers, it (hewes 
flrange. 
But Gentlemen, I pray neither contemne. 
Nor yet deride a ciuill ornament ; 
I could build fo much in the round Caps praife, 
That loue this hye roofe, I this flat would raife. 

Lod. Prethee fweet Bridegrome doo't. 

Cand. So all thefe guefts will pardon me, He 
doo't 

Omnes. With all our hearts. 

Cand, Thus then in the Caps honor. 
To euery Sex and (late, both Nature, Time, 
TTie Countries lawes, yea and the very Clime 
Doe allot di{lin<5l habits, the fpruce Courtier 
lets vp and downe in filke : the Warrier 
Marches in buflfe, the Clowne plods on in gray : 
But for thefe vpper garments thus I fay. 
The Sea-man has his Cap, par'd without brim. 
The Gallants head is featherd, that fits him ; 
The Soldier has his Murren, women ha Tires ; 
Beads haue their head'^peeces, and men ha theirs. 



no TheHoneft Whore. 

Lad. Proceed. 

Cand, Each degree has his fafhion, it's fit then. 
One (hould be laid by fo he Citizen, 
And that's the Cap which you fee fwels not hye, 
FcMT Caps are Emblems of humility ; 
It is a Citizens badge, and firfl was wome 
By'th Romanes ; for when any Bondmans tume 
Came to be made a Freeman : thus 'twas dsiid, 
He to the Cap was call'd ; that is, was made 
Of Rome a Freeman, but was firfl clofe fhome. 
And fo a Citizens haire is flill fhort wome. 

Z^ That clofe fhauing made Barbers a Com-, 
pany, 
And now euery Citizen vfes it 

Cand. Of Geometricke figures the mofl rare. 
And perfe^l'fl are the Circle and the fquare, 
The Citty and the Schoole much build vpon 
Thefe figures, for both loue proportion. 
The City Cap is round, the Schollers fquare. 
To fhew that Gouemment and learning are 
The perfedl'ft limbes i'th body of a State : 
For without them, all's difproportionate. 
If the Cap had no honor, this might reare it, 
The Reuerend Fathers of the Law doe weare it 
It's light for Summer, and in cold it fits 
Clofe to the fcull, a warme houfe for the wits ; 
It fhewes the whole face boldly, 'tis not made 
As if a man to looke on't were afraide. 
Nor like a Drapers fhop with broad darke fhed, 
For hee's no Citizen that hides his head. 
Flat Caps as proper are to Citty Gownes, 
As to Armors Helmets, or to Kings their Crownes. 
Let then the City Cap by none be fcomd. 
Since with it Princes heads haue beene adomd 
If more the round Caps honor you would know. 
How would this long Gowne with this fleeple fhow 1 

Omnes, Ha, ha, ha : mofl vile, mofl vgly. 

Cand, Pray Signior pardon me, 'twas done in iefl. 

Bride, A cup of claret wine there. 
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I. Wine : yes forfooth, wine for the Bride. 

Car, You ha well fet out the Cap, fir. 

Lad. Nay, that's flat 

Long, A health. 

LoiL Since his Cap's round, that fhall goe round. 
Be bare, 
For in the Caps praife all of you haue fhare 

The Bride hits the Prentia on the tips. 

Lad. The Bride's at cnffes. 

Cand. Oh, peace I pray thee, thus far off I fland, 
I fpied the error of my feruants, 
She call'd for Claret, and you filFd out Sacke ; 
That cup giue me, tis for an old mans backe, 
And not for hers. Indeed 'twas but miflaken, aske 
all thefe elfe. 

Omnes, No £uth, 'twas but miflaken. 

I. Nay, fhe tooke it right enough. 

Ccuid, Good Luke reach her that glaffe of Claret 
Here, Miflris Bride, pledge me there. 

Bride. Now He none. Exit Bride. 

Cand. How now I 

Lad. Looke what your Miflris ayles. 

X. Nothing, fir, but about filling a wrong glafle, 
a fcuruy tricke. 

Cand, I pray you hold your tongue, my feruant 
there tells me fhe is not well 

Omnes. Step to her, flep to her. 

Lad. A word with you : doe ye heare ) This 
wench (your new wife) will take you downe in your 
wedding fhooes, vnlefTe you hang her vp in her wed- 
ding garters. 

Cand, How, hang her in her garters t 

Lad, Will you be a tame Pidgeon flill % fhall your 
backe be like a Tortoys fhell, to let Carts goe ouer it, 
yet not to breakel This Shee-cat will haue more 
liues then your lafl Pufle had, and will fcratch worfe, 
and mouze you worfe : looke toot 

Cand, What would you haue me doe, fir % 

Lad. What would I haue you doe) Sweare, 
fwagger brawle, fling ; for fighting it's no matter, we 
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ha had knocking Puffes enow already ; you know, that 
a woman was made of the rib of a man, and that rib 
was crooked. The Morall of which is, that a man 
mufl from his beginning be crooked to his wife ; be 
you like an Orange to her, let her cut you neuer fo 
faire, be you fowre as vineger ; will you be ruled by 
me? 

Cand, In any thing that's ciuill, honefl, and iufL 

Lod, Haue you euer a Prentices fuit will fit me % 

Cand. I haue the very fame which my felfe 
wore. 

Lod, He fend my man for't within this halfe houre, 
and within this two houres He be your Prentice : the 
Hen (hall not ouercrowe the Cocke, He Iharpen your 
fpurres. 

Cand. It will be but fome ie(l, fir. 

Lod. Onely a iefl : farewell, come Carolo, Exeunt, 

Omnes, Weel take our leaues, Sir, too. 

Cand, Pray conceite not ill of my wiues fodaine 
rifing. This young Knight, Sir Lodouico^ is deepe 
feene in Phificke, and he tells me, the difeafe call'd 
the Mother, hangs on my wife, it is a vehement heau- 
ing and beating of the Stomacke, and that fwelling 
did with the paine thereof crampe vp her arme, that 
iiit his lips, and brake the glade : no harme, it was 
no harme. 

Omnes, No, Signior^ none at all. 

Cand, The (Iraightefl arrow may flye wide by 
chance. 
But come, we'll close this brawle vp in fome dance. 

Exeunt, 

y Enter Bellafront and Matheo. 

Bell, Oh my fweet Husband, wert thou in thy 
graue, and art aliue agen ? O welcome, welcome. 

Mat, Doefl know me ? my cloake prethee lay't vp. 
Yes faith, my winding (heete was taken out of Lauen- 
der, to be (lucke with Rofemary, I lacke but the knot 
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here, or here ; yet if I had had it, I fhould ha made 
a wry mouth at the world like a Playfe : but fweeteil 
villaine, I am here now, and I will talke with thee 
foone. 

Bei, And glad am I th'art here. 

Mat, Did thefe heeles caper in fhackles 1 A my 
litde plumpe rogue. He beare vp for all this, and flye 
hye. Cafzo Catzo, 

Bel. Matheo ? 

Mat, What fayed, what fayed t O braue fredi 
ayre, a pox on thefe Grates and gingling of Keyes, 
and rattling of Iron. lie beare vp, He flye hye wench, 
hang Tofle. 

Bd, Matheo^ prethee make thy prifon thy glaffe. 
And in it view the wrinkles, and the fcarres. 
By which thou wert disfigured, viewing them, mend 
them. 

Mai, He goe vifit all the mad rogues now, and the 
good roaring boyes. 

Bd, Thou doed not heare me % 

Mat. Yes faith doe I. 

Bd, Thou had beene in the hands of mifery, and 
tane drong Phyficke, prethee now be found. 

Mat. Yes. S'foot, I wonder how the infide of a 
Taueme lookes now. Oh when (hall I bizle, bizle t 

Bd, Nay fee, th'art thirdy dill for poyfon, come, I 
will not haue thee fwagger. 

Mat, Honed Apes face. 

Bel, 'Tis that fliarpned an axe to cut thy throate. 
Good Loue, I would not haue thee fell thy fubdance 
And time (worth all) in thofe damned diops of Hell ; 
Thofe Dyeing houfes, that dand neuer well, 
But when they dand mod ill, that foure-fquared 

fmne 
Has almod lodg*d vs in the beggers Inne. 
Befides (to fpeake which euen my foule does grieue) 
A fort of Rauens haue hung vpon thy fleeue. 
And fed vpon thee : good Mat, (if you pleafe) 
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Scorne to fpread wing amongfl fo bafe as thefe ; 

By them thy fame is fpeckled, yet it (howes 

Cleare amongfl them \ fo Crowes are faire with 

Crowes. 
Cuflome in fmne, giues finne a louely dye. 
Blackneire in Mores is no deformity. 

Mat, Bdiafronty Bellafronty I protefl to thee, I 
fweare, as I hope my foule, I will turne ouer a new 
leafe, the prifon I confede has bit me, the bed man 
that fayles in fuch a Ship, may be lowfy. 

Bd, One knockes at doore. 

Mat, lie be the Porter : they fhall fee, a layle 
cannot hold a braue fpirit. He flye hye. Exit, 

Bd, How wilde is his behauiour ! oh, I feare 
He's fpoyld by prifon, he's halfe damned comes 

there, 
But I mud (it all (lormes : when a full fayle 
His fortunes fpred, he loued me : being now poore, 
He beg for him, and no wife can doe more. 

Enter Matheo, and Orlando like a Seruingman, 

Mat, Come in pray, would you fpeake with me, 
fir? 

Orl, Is your name Signior MatJuo f 

Mat, My name is Signior Matheo, 

Orl. Is this Gentlewoman your wife, fu-1 

Mat, This Gentlewoman is my wife, fir. 

Crl, The Deflinies fpin a (Irong and euen thread 
of both your loues : the Mothers owne face, I ha not 
forgot that, I'm an old man, fir, & am troubled with a 
whorefon fait rhewme, that I cannot hold my water. 
Gentlewoman, the lad man I ferued was your Father. 

Bel, My Father? any tongue that founds his 
name, 
Speakes Muficke to me : welcome good old man. 
How does my father 1 Hues he ? has he health t 
How does my father ? I fo much doe (hame him, 
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So much doe wound him, that I fcarce dare name 
him. 

OrL I can fpeake no more. 

Mat. How now old Lad, what doeft cry ? 

OrL The rhewme flill, fir, nothing elfe ; I fliould 
be well feafond, for mine eyes lye in brine : looke you, 
fu-, I haue a fuite to you. 

McUh, What is't, my little white pate % 

OrL Troth, fir, I haue a mind to ferue your Wor- 
(hip. 

Mat, To feme met Troth, my friend, my for- 
tunes are, as a man may fay 

Orl, Nay looke you, fir, I know when all fmnes 
are old in vs, and goe vpon Crutches, that Co6etouf-^ 
neffe does but then lie in her Cradle ; 'Tis not fo with 
me, Letchery loues to dwell in the faired lodging, 
and Couetoufneiie in the oldefl buildings, that are 
ready to fall : but my white head, fir, is no Inne for 
fuch a gofllp. If a Seruingman at my yeeres be not 
llored with bisket enough, that has fayled about the 
world to ferue him the voyage out of his life, and to 
bring him Eafl-home \ 111 pitty but all his daies Ihould 
be fading daies : I care not fo much for wages, for I 
haue fcraped a handfuU of gold together ; I haue a 
little money, fir, which I would put into your Worlhips 
hands, not fo much to make it more. 

Mat, No, no, you lay well, thou layefl well ; but 
I mud tell you : How much is the money, £ayed 
thou t 

OrL About twenty pound, Sir. 

Mat, Twenty pound % Let me fee : that fliall 
bring thee in, after ten per centum^ per annum, 

OrL No, no, no, fir, no ; I cannot abide to haue 
money ingender : fye vpon this filuer Lechery, fye ; 
if I may haue meat to my mouth, and rags to my 
backe, and a flock-bed to fnort vpon, when I die, the 
longer liuer take all. 

Mat, A good old Boy^ yfaith^ if thou ferued me, 

I 2 
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thou (halt eat as I eat, drinke as / drinke, lye as /lye, 
and ride as / nde. 

Orl, That's if you haue money to hire horfes. 

Mai. Front What doeft thou thinke on't t This 
good old Lad here (hall feme me. 

Bel, Alas, Mathed^ wilt thou load a backe 
That is already broke % 

Mat, Peace, pox on you, peace, there's a tricke 
in't, I flye hye, it (hall be fo, Frcmt, as I tell you : 
giue me thy hand, thou (halt ferue me yfeith : wel- 
come : as for your money 

Orl, Nay, looke you fir, I haue it here. 

Mat, Pe(h, keepe it thy felfe, man, and then th'art 
fure 'tis fafe. 

Orl, Safe ! and 'twere ten thoufand Duckets, 
your Wodhip (hould be my caih-keeper ; I haue heard 
what your Wor(hip is, an excellent dunghill Cocke, to 
fcatter all abroad : but He venture twenty pound on's 
head. 

Mai, And didft thou ferue my Wor(hipfull Father- 
in-law, Sigmor Orlando FrifcabaldOy that mad man 
oncel 

Orl, I ferued him fo long, till he turned me out of 
doores. 

Mat, It's a notable Chuflfe, I ha not feene him 
many a day. 

Orl, No matter and you ne'r fee him; it's an 
arrant Grandy, a Churle, and as damnd a cut-throat 

Bel, Thou villaine, curb thy tongue, thou art a 
^•^' i ludas. 

To fell thy Maders name to (lander thus. 

Mai, Away AfTe, he fpeakes but truth, thy father is 
a — 

Bel, Gentleman. 

Mat, And an old knaue, there's more deceit in him 
then in fixteene Poticaries : it's a Deuill, thou mard 
beg, (lame, hang, damne ; does he fend thee fo much 
as a cheefe % 
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Or/. Or fo much as a Gammon of Bacon, 
Hee'U giue it his Dogs firft 

Mat, A layle, a layle. 

Or/. A lew, a lew, fir. 

Mat, A Dog. 

OrL An Englifh Maftiflfe, fir. 

Mat, Pox rot out his old (linking garbage. 

Bd, Art not afhamed to (Irike an abfent man "^ 
thus? 
Art not afhamed to let this vild Dog barke, 
And bite my Father thus ) He not indure it ; 
Out of my doores, bafe flaue. 

Mat^ Your dores a vengeance) I (hall Hue to 
cut that old rogues throat, for all you take his part 
thus. 

Orl He (hall Hue to fee thee hangd firft. \ ^^^-Y-^-- 

Enter Hipollito. 

Mat Godsfo my Lord, your Lordfhip is mofl wel- 
come, 
Fm proud of this, my Lord. 

Hip, Was bold to fee you. 
Is that your wife % 

Mat, Yes fur. 

Hip, He borrow her lip. 

Mat, With all my heart, my Lord. 

Orl, Who's this, I pray fir % 

Mat, My Lord Hipollito : what's thy name 1 

Orl, Pacheco. 

Mat. Pacheco^ fine name ; Thou feefl Pacheco^ 
I keepe company with no Scondrels, nor bafe fel- 
lowes. 

Hip, Came not my Footman to you 1 

Bel, Yes my Lord. 

Hip, I fent by him a Diamond and a Letter, 
Did you receiue them ? 

Bel. Yes my Lord, I did. 

Hip, Read you the letter ? 
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Bd, O're and o're tis read. 

Hip. And feith your anfwer ? 

Bd^ Now the time's not fit, 
You fee, my Husbands here. 

Hip. He now then leaue you, 
And choofe mine houre ; but ere I part away, 
Harke, you remember I mufl haue no nay. 
Matheo^ I will leaue you. 

Mat A glaffe of wine. 

Hip, Not now, He vifit you at other times. 
Y*are come off well then % 

Mai. Excellent well, I thanke your Lordfhip : I 
owe you my life, my Lord ; and will pay my bed 
blood in any feruice of yours. 

Hip. He take no fuch deare pa3rment, harke you 
Mathcoy I know, the prifon is a gulfe, if mojicy lunne 
low with you, my purfe is jrours ; call for it 

Mat. Faith my Lord, I thanke my (larres, they 
fend me downe fome ; I cannot fmke, fo long as thefe 
bladders hold. 

Hip, I will not fee your fortunes ebbe, pray try. 
To (lame in full bames were fond modefly. 

Mat, Open the doore, firra. 

Hip. Drinke this, and anon I pray thee giue thy 
Millris this. Exit. 

Orl. O Noble Spirit, if no worfe guefts here 
dwell, 
My blue coate fits on my old fhoulders welL 

Mat, The onely royall fellow, he's bounteous as 
the Indies, what's that he faid to thee, BeUafront % 

Bd, Nothing. 

Mat. I prethee good Girle % 

Bd, Why I tell you nothing. 

Mat, Nothing ? it's well : trickes, that I mud be 
beholden to a fcald hot-liuerd gotifli Gallant, to (land 
with my cap in my hand, and vaile bonnet, when I ha 
fpred as lofty fayles as himfelfe, wud I had beene 
hanged. Nothing 1 Pacheco^ brufh my cloake. 

Orl, Where is't, fir ? 
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Mat. Come, wee'U flye hye. 
Nothing ? there is a whore (lill in thine eje. Eocit 

OrL My twenty pounds fiyes high, O wretched 
woman, 
This varlot's able to make Lucrece common. 
How now Miflris 1 has my Mailer dyed you into this 
fad colour f 

Bd, Fellow, be gone I pray thee, if thy tongue 
itch after talke fo much, feeke out thy Mader, th'art a 
fit indrument for him. 

Orl, Zownes, I hope he will not play vpon me 1 

Bd, Play on theel no, you two will flye toge- 
ther, 
Becaufe you are rouing arrowes of one feather. 
Would thou wouldft leaue my houfe, thou ne'r ihalt 
Pleafe me weaue thy nets ne'r fo hye. 
Thou (halt be but a fpider in mine eye. 
Th'art ranke with poyfon, poyfon temperd well, 
Is food for health ; but thy blacke tongue doth fwell 
With venome, to hurt him that gaue thee bread, 
To wrong men abfent, is to fpume the dead. 
And fo did'ft thou thy Mafler, and my Father. 

Orl. You haue fmall reafon to take his part ; for 
I haue heard him fay fiue hundred times, you were 
as arrant a whore as euer fliffned tiffany neckcloathes 
in water-ftarch vpon a Saturday 'ith afternoone. 

Bel, Let him fay worfe, when for the earths 
offence 
Hot vengeance through the marble cloudes is driuen, 
Is't fit earth (hoot agen thofe darts at heauen f 

OrL And fo if your Father call you whore youll 
not call him old knaue : Frifcabaldo^ (he carries thy 
mind vp and downe ; (he's thine owne fle(h, blood, 
and bone ; troth Miflris, to tell you true, the fire- 
workes that ran from me vpon lines againfl my good 
old Mafler, your father, were but to try how my 
young Mafler, your Husband loued fuch fquibs : but 
it's well knowne, I loue your father as my felfe ; lie 
ride for him at mid-night, runne for you by Owle- 
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light ; He dye for him, drudge for you ; lie flye low, 
and He flye hye (as my Mailer faies) to doe you good, 
if you'll forgiue me. 

BeL I am not made of marble : I forgiue thee. 

OrL Nay, if you were made of marble, a good 
Stone-cutter might cut you : I hope the twenty pound 
I deliuered to my Mailer, is in a fure hand. 

BeL In a fure hand I warrant thee for fpending. 

OrL I fee my yong Mailer is a mad-cap, and a 
bonus focitiSj I loue him well, Miilris : yet as well as I 
loue him, He not play the knaue with you ; looke you, 
I could cheate you of this purfe full of money ; but I 
am an old Lad, and I fcome to cunny -catch : yet I ha 
beene Dog at a Cony in my time. 

BeL A purfe, where hadil it 1 

OrL The Gentleman that went away, whifperd in 
mine eare, and charged me to giue it you. 

Bel. The Lord Hippollito t 

OrL Yes, if he be a Lord, he gaue it me. 

Bel. 'Tis all gold. 

OrL Tis like fo : it may be, he thinkes you want 
money, and therefore beilowes his almes brauely, 
like a Lord. . (,., ^ 

Bd, He thinkes a iiluer net can catch the poore. 
Here's baite to choake a Nun, and tume her whore. 
Wilt thou be honeil to me % 

OrL As your nailes to your fingers, which I thinke 
neuer deceiued you. 

BelL Thou to this Lord (halt goe, commend me to 
him, 
And tell him this, the Towne has held out long, 
Becaufe (within) 'twas rather true, then ilrong. 
To fell it now were bafe ; Say *tis no hold 
Built of weake iluffe, to be blowne vp with gold. 
He ihall beleeue thee by this token, or this ; 
If not, by this. 

OrL Is this all ? 

BeL This is all. 

OrL Mine owne Girle ilill. 
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BcL A Starre may ihoote, not fall. 

Exit Bellafront 
OrL A Starre t nay, thou art more then the moone, 
for thou haft neither changing quarters, nor a man 
ftanding in thy circle with a bufti of thomes. Is't 
poflible the Lord Hipollito^ whofe face is as ciuill as 
the outfide of a Dedicatory Booke, (hould be a Mut- 
tonmunger f A poore man has but one Ewe, and this 
Grandy Sheepe-biter leaues whole Flockes of fat 
Weathers (whom he may knocke downe), to deuoure 
this. He truft neither Lord nor Butcher with quicke 
flefh for this tricke ; the Cuckoo I fee now fings all 
the yeere, though euery man cannot heare him, but 
He fpoyle his notes ; can neither Loue-letters, nor the 
Deuils common Pick-lockes (Gold) nor Precious 
Stones make my Girle draw vp her PercuUis : hold 
out ftill, wench. 
yAll are not Bawds (I fee now) that keepe doores, 
Nor all good wenches that are markt for Whores. \ 

EJii. 

\ 

\ Enter Candido, Lodouico like a Prentice. 

Lod, Come, come, come, what do yee lacke, fir Y 
what doe ye lacke, fir ? what is*t ye lacke fu* t is not my 
Worfhip well fuited ? did you euer fee a Gentleman 
better dilguifed ? 

Cand, Neuer, beleeue me, Signior. 

Lod, Yes : but when he has bin drunke, there be 
Prentices would make mad Gallants, for they would 
fpend all, and drinke, and whore, and fo forth ; and I 
fee we Gallants could make mad Prentices. How 
does thy wife like me ? Nay, I muft not be fo fawcy, 
then I fpoyle all : pray you how does my Miftris like 
met 

Cand, Well : for (he takes you for a very limple 
fellow. 

Lod, And they that are taken for fuch, are com- 
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monly the arranteil knaues : but to our Comedy 
come. 

Cand, I (hall not a6l it, chide you fay, and fret, 
And grow impatient : I (hall neuer doo't. 

Lod, S'blood, cannot you doe as all the world 
does 1 counterfet 

Cand, Were I a Painter, that (hould liue by draw- 
ing nothing but Pidlures of an angry man^ I (hould 
not eame my colours ; I cannot doo*t. 

Lod, Remember y'are a Linnen Draper, and that 
if you glue your wife a yard, (he'll take an ell : glue 
her not therefore a quarter of your yard, not a 
nayle. 

Cand. Say I (hould tume to Ice, and nip her loue 
Now 'tis but in the bud, 

Lod, Well, fay (he's nipt 

Cand, It will fo ouercharge her heart with griefe, 
That like a Cannon, when her (ighes goe off, 
She in her duty either will recoyle, 
Or breake in pieces and fo dye : her death, 
By my vnkindneflfe might be counted murther. 

Lod, Dye 1 neuer, neuer ; I doe not bid you beat 
her, nor giue her blacke eyes, nor pinch her fides : but 
crofTe her humours. Are not Bakers armes the skales 
of lufticel yet is not their bread light? and may not 
you I pray bridle her with a fliarpe bit, yet ride her 
gently ? 

Cand, Well, I will try your pills, doe you your 
feithfull feruice, and bee ready (lill at a pinch to 
helpe me in this part, or elfe I (hall be out cleane. 

Lod, Come, come, He prompt you. 

Cand, He call her forth now, (hall I ? 

Lod, Doe, doe, brauely. 

Cand, LukCy I pray bid your Midris to come 
hither. 

Lod, Luke, I pray bid your Mi (Iris to come hither. 

Cand. Sirra, bid my wife come to me : why, when 

Luke, Prefently, fir, (he comes. within 
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Lod. La you, there's the eccho, Ihe comes. 

EfUer Bride. 

Bride. What is your pleafure with me ? 

Catid. Mary wife, 
I haue intent, and (you fee) this (Iripling here, 
He beares good will and liking to my trade, 
And meanes to deale in Linnen. 

Lod. Yes indeed, fir, I would deale in Linnen, ii 
my Midris like me fa well as I like her I 

Cand. I hope to finde him honefl, pray good wife 
looke that his bed and chamber be made ready. 

Bride. Y'are bed to let him hire mee for his 
maide 1 I looke to his bed ) looke too't your felfe. 

Cand. Euen fo 
I fweare to you a great oath. 

Lod. Sweare, ay Zoundes. 

Cand. I will not, goe to wife, I will not 

Lod. That your great oath i 

Cand. Swallow thefe gudgeons. 

Lod. Well faid. 

Bride. Then fail, then you may choofe. 

Cand. You know at Table 
What trickes you played, fwaggerd, b roke glades 1 

Fie, 
Fie, fie, fie : and now before my Prentice here 
You make an ade of me ; thou (what diall I call 
theef) 

Bride. Euen what you will. 

Lod. Call her arrant whore. 

Cand. Oh fie, by no meanes, then die'U call me 
Cuckold, firrah, goe looke to'th fliop : how does 
fliowl 

Lod. Excellent well, lie goe looke to the (hop, fir. 
Fine Cambricks, Lawnes, what doc you lacke. 

Exit Lodouico. 

Cand. A curA Cowes milke I ha drunke once 
before, 
And 'twas fo ranke in tafle, lie drinke no more. 
Wife, lie tame you. 
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Orla, From a poore Gentlewoman, Madam, whom 
I feme. 

Infa. And whats your bufineffe t 

Oria, This, Madam : my poore Miflris has a wade 
piece of ground, which is her owne by inheritance, 
and left to her by her mother ; There's a Lord now 
that goes about, not to take it cleane from her, but to 
inclofe it to himfelfe, and to ioyne it to a piece of his 
Lordfhips. 

Infa, What would fhe haue me doe in this f 

Orla, No more. Madam, but what one woman 
(hould doe for another in fuch a cafe. My Honour- 
able Lord, your Husband would doe any thing in her 
behalfe, but (hee had rather put her felfe into your 
hands, becaufe you (a woman) may doe more with 
the Duke your Father. 

Infa, Where lyes this Land 1 

Orl, Within a flones call of this place ; my Miflris, 
I think, would be content to let him enioy it after 
her deceafe, if that would feme his turne, fo my 
Mailer would yeeld too : but (he cannot abide to 
heare that the Lord fliould meddle with it in her 
life time. 

Infa, Is fhe then married? why flirres not her 
Husband in it ? 

Orl, Her Husband flirres in.it-vnder h^d : but 
becaufe the other is a great rich man, my Mafler is 
loth to be feene in it too much. 

Infa, Let her in writing draw the caufe at large : 
And I will moue the Duke. 

Orl, 'Tis fet downe. Madam, here in blacke and 
white already : worke it fo, Madam, that fhe may 
keepe her owne without diflurbance, grieuance, mo- 
leflation, or medling of any other ; and fhe beflowes 
this purfe of gold on yoiu- Ladyfhip. 

Jnfa, Old man, He pleade for her, but take no 
fees: 
Giue Lawyers them, I fwim not in that flood, 
He touch no gold, till I haue done her good. 
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OrL I would all Probers Clearkes were of your 
minde, I fhould law more amongfl them then I doe 
then ; here, Madam, is the furuey, not onely of the 
Manner it felfe, but of the Grange houfe, with euery 
Medow pafture, Plough-land, Cony-borough, Fi(h- 
pond, hedge, ditch, and bu(h that (lands in it ^ ^/ 

Infc^ My Husbands name, and hand and feale ^'' ^■ 
at armes to_a Loueletterl Where hadfl thou this ^^ 
writing? 

Orla, From the forefaid party, Madam, that 
would keepe the forefaid Land out of the forefaid 
Lords fingers. 

Infa, My Lord turnd Ranger now 1 

OrL Vare a good Huntrefle, Lady, you ha found 
your Game already: your Lord would faine be a 
Ranger, but my Mi (Iris requeils you to let him runne 
a courfe in your owne Parke, if you'll not doo't for 
loue, then doo't for money ; (he has no white money, 
but there's gold, or elfe (he praies you to ring him by 
this token, and fo you (hall be fure his nofe will not 
be rooting other m^ns paftures. 

InfcB, This very purfe was wouen with mine owne 
hands. 
This Diamond on that very night, when he 
Vntyed my Virgin girdle, gaue I him : 
And mu(l a common Harlot (hare in mine ) 
Old man, to quit thy paines, take thou the gold. 

OrL Not I, Madam, old Seruingmen want no 
money. 

Infa. Cupid himfelfe was fure his Secretary, 
Thefe lines are euen the Arrowes Loue let flies, 
The very Incke dropt out of Venus eyes. 

Orla, I doe not thinke, Madam, but hee fetcht oflf 
fome Poet or other for thofe lines, for they are parlous 
Hawkes to flie at wenches. 

Inf(E, Here's honied poyfon, to me he ne'r thus 
writ, 
But Lud can fet a double edge on wit 

Orla, Nay, that's true, Madam, a wench will whet 
any thing, if it be not too dull. 
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Infa. Oathes, promifes, preferments, Jewels, gold, 
What fnares fhould breake, if all thefe cannot hold 1 
What creature is thy Midris ? 

Orl, One of thofe creatures that are contrary to 
man ; a woman. 

Infce, What manner of woman ? 

OrL A little tiny woman, lowei-then your^Ladi- 
fhip by head and fhoulders, but as mad a wench as 
euer vnlaced a petticote : thefe things Ihould I indeed 
haue deliuered to my Lord your Husband. 

In/a, They are deliuered better ; Why fliould (he 
fend backe thefe things ? 

OrL Ware, ware, there's knauery. 

InfcR, Strumpets like cheating gameflers will not 
win 
At firfl : thefe are but baites to draw him in. 
How might I leame his hunting houres ? 

OrL The Irifli Footman can tell you all his hunt- 
ing houres, the Parke he hunts in, the Doe he would 
ilnke, that Irifh Shackatory beates the bu(h for him, 
and knowes all ; he brought that Letter, and that 
lUng i he is the Carrier. 

Infce, Kiiowefl thou what other gifts haue pad be- 
tweene them ? 

OrL, Little S. Patricks knowes alL 

Infce. Him He examine prefently. 

OrL Not whilefl I am here, fweet Madam. 

Infce, Be gon then, & what lyes in me command. 

Exit Orl. 

Enter Bryan. 

Infa. Come hither firra, how much cod thofe 
Satins, and cloth of Siluer, which my husband fent by 
you to a low Gentlewoman yonder 1 

Bry, Faat Sattins 1 faat Siluers, faat low Gentle- 
folkes 1 dow prated dow knowed not what, yfaat la. 

Infce, She there, to whom you carried letters. 

Bry, By dis hand and bod dow (aid true, if I did 
fo, oh how t I know not a letter a de Book yfaat la. 
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Jfrfa, Did your Lord neuer fend 70U wiU} a Kingy 
fir^ fet with a Diamond t 

Bry, Neuer, fa crees ia me, neuer ; he may runne 
at a towfand rings yfaat, and I neuer hold his (lirrop, 
till he leape into de faddle. By S. Patricke^ Madam, 
I neuer touch mv Lords Diamond, nor euer had to 
doe, yfaat la, with any of his precious flones. 

Enter HipoUito. 

Info. Are you fo clofe^ you Bawd, you pandring 
flauet 

Hip How now 1 why Infcdice % what's your quar- 
rellt 

Infx. Out of my fight, bafe variety get thee gone. 

Hip. Away you rogue. 

Bry. Slawne loot, fare de well, fare de well. Ah 
tnarragh frofat boddah brem. Exit. 

Hip. What, growne a fighter ? prethee what's the 
matter) 

Infa, If you'll needs know, it was about the 
clocke : how workes the day, my Lord, (pray) by your 
watch t 

Hip. Left you cuflfe me, He tell you prefently : I 
am neere two. 

Infa. How, two t I am fcarce at one. 

Hip. One of vs then goes falfe. 

Infa, Then fure 'tis you. 
Mine goes by heauens Diall, (the Sunne) and it goes 
trae. 

Hip. I thinke (indeed) mine runnes fomewhat too 
feft. 

lirfa. Set it to mine (at one) then. 

Hip. One ? 'tis paft : 
'Tis paft one by the Sunne. 

Infct. Faith then belike, ^ , 

Neither your clocke nor mine does truely ftrike, ' 
And fince it is vncertaine which goes true. 
Better be falfe at one, then falfe at two. 

Hip. Y'are very pleafant, Madam. 
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Infa, Yet not merry. 

Hip Why Infcdice^ what (hould make you lad ? 

Infa, Nothing my Lord, but my falfe watch, pray 
tell me. 
You fee, my clocke, or yours is out of frame, 
Mufl we vpon the Workeman lay the blame, 
Or on ourfelves that keepe them ? 

Hip. Faith on both. 
He may by knauery fpoile them, we by floth, 
But why talke you all riddle thus 1 I read 
i Strange Comments in those margines of your lookes : 
Your cheekes of late are (like bad printed Bookes) 
, So dimly charadlred, I fcarce can fpell, 
I One line of loue in them. Sure all's not well. 

Infa. All is not well indeed, my dearefl Lord, 
Locke vp thy gates of hearing, that no found 
Of what I fpeake may enter. 

Hip, What meanes this % 

InfcR, Or of my owne tongue mufl my felfe betray. 
Count it a dreame, or tume thine eyes away, 
And ihinke me not thy wife. She kneeics. 

Hip. Why doe you kneele ? 

InfcB, Earth is fmnes cufliion : when the ficke foule 
feeles her felfe growing poore, then (he tumes begger, 
ciyes and kneeles for helpe : HipoUito (for husband I 
dare not call thee) I haue llolne that lewell of my 
chafle honour (which was onely thine) and given it to 
a flaue. 

Hip, Hah ? 

Infa, On thy pillow adultery & lufl haue flept, 
thy Groome 
Hath climbed the vnlawfuU tree, and pluckt the 

fweets, 
A villaine hath vfurped a husbands fheetes. 

Hip, S'death, who, (a Cuckold) who I 

Infce, This Irifh Footman. 

hip, Worfe then damnation, a wilde Kerne, a 
Frogge, a Dog : whom He fcarce fpurne. Longed 
you for Shamocke 1 were it my fathers father (heart) 
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He kill him, although I take him on his death-bed 
gafping *twixt heauen and hell ; a (hag-haired Cur % 
Bold Strumpet, why hangefl thou on me 1 thinkfl He 
be a Bawde to a Whore, becaufe (he's Noble 1 

Infa, I beg but this, 
Set not my (hame out to the worlds broad eye, 
Yet let thy vengeance (like my fault) foare hye, 
So it be in darkned clowdes. 

Hip, Darkned ! my homes 
Cannot be darkned, nor (hall my reuenge. 
A Harlot to my (laue ? the adl is bafe, 
Common, but foule, fo (hall not thy difgrace : 
Could not I feed your appetite 1 oh women 
You were created Angels, pure and faire ; 
But (ince the firft fell, tempting Deuils you are, 
You (hould be mens blide, but you proue their rods. 
Were there no women, men might liue like gods : 
You ha beene too much downe already, rife, 
•Get from my fight, and henceforth (hun my bed, 
lie with no Strumpets breath be poyfoned. 
As for your Iri(h LubricaUy that fpirit 
Whom by prepodrous charmes thy lud hath raifed 
In a wrong Circle, him He damne more blacke 
Then any Tyrants foule. 

Infa. HipoUito % 

Hip, Tell me, didd thou baite Hookes to draw 
him to thee, or did he bewitch thee 1 

Inf(z, The (laue did woo me. 

Hip, Two wooes in that Skreech-owles language ? 
Oh who would trud your corcke-heeld fex 1 I thinke 
to (ate your lud, you would loue a Horfe, a Beare, a 
croaking Toade, fo your hot itching veines might 
[haue their bound, then the wild Irifh Dart was 
throwne. Come, how 1 the manner of this fight 

Inf(B, 'Twas thus, he gaue me this battery fird. 
Oh I 
Midake, beleeue me, all this in beaten gold : 
Yet I held out, but at length thus was charm'd. 
What I change your Diamond wench, the adl is bafe, 
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Common, but foule, fo (hall not your dilgrace : 
Could not I feed your appetite 1 Oh Men, 
You were created Angels, pure and faire, 
But fmce the firfl fell, worfe then Deuils you are. 
You (hould our (hields be, but you proue our rods. 
Were there no Men, Women might Hue like gods. 
Guilty my Lord ? 

Hip. Yes, guilty my good Lady. 

Infa, Nay, you may laugh, but henceforth (hun 
my bed, 
With no whores leanings He be poyfoned. EsdL 

Hip, 0're-reach*d fo finely? Tis the very Diar 
mond 
And Letter which I fent : this villany 
Some Spider clofely weaues, whofe poyfond bulke 
I roufl let forth. Who's there without ? 

Seruant My Lord calls. within, 

Hip, Send me the Footman. 

Ser. Call the Footman to my Lord. Bryan^ Bryan. 

Enter Bryan. 

Hip, It can be no man elfe, that Irifli Judas, 
Bred in a Country where no venom profpers, 
But in the Nations blood hath thus betraid me. 
Slaue, get you from your feruice. 

Bry, Faat nieanefl thou by this now ? 

Hip, Queflion me not, nor tempt my fury, villaine, 
Couldft thou tume all the Mountaines in the land, 
To hills of gold, and giue me : here thou flayed 
not 

Bry, I faat, I care not. 

Hip, Prate not, but get thee gone, I (hall fend elfe. 

Bry, I, doe predy, I had rather haue thee make 
a fcabbard of my guts, and let out all de Irifh pud- 
dings in my poore belly, den to be a falfe knaue to 
de I faat, I will neuer fee dyne own fweet face more. 
A mawhid deer a gra, fare de well, fare de well, I wil 
goe (leale Cowes agen in Ireland, Exit, 
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Hip. He's damii'd that niis'd this whirlewind, which 
hath blowne 
Into her eyes this iealoufie : yet He on, 
lie on, flood armed Deuils daring in my face, 
To be purfued in flight, quickens the race, 
Shall my blood ilreames by a wiues lull be bard 1 
Fond woman, no : Iron growes by flrokes more hard, 
Lawlede defires are feas fcomirg all bounds, 
Or fulphure which being ram'd vp, more confounds, 
Stmgling with mad men, madnes nothing tames. 
Winds wrafUing with great Gres.incenfe the flames. 

Exit. 

Enter Matheo, Bellafront, and Orlando. 

Btl. How now, what ayles your Mailer t 

Orl. Has taken a yonger brothers purge, foriboth, 
and that workes wth him. 

Bet. Where is his Cloake and Rapier % 

Orl. He has giusn vp his Cloake, and his Rapier 
is bound to the Peace : If you looke a little higher, 
you may fee that another hath entred into hatband for 
him too. Sixe and foure haue put him into this 
fweaL 

Btl. Where's all his money 1 

Orl. 'Tis put ouer by exchange : his doublet was 
going to be tranllated, but for me ; if any man would 
ha lent but halfe a ducket on his beard, the haire of 
it had ftuft a paire of breeches by this time ; I had 
but one poore penny, and that I was glad to niggle out, 
and buy a holly-wand to grace him thorow the (Ireete. 
As hap was, his bootes were on, and them I duflied, 
to make people thinke he had beene riding, and I had 
runne by him. 

Bell. Oh me, how does my fweet Matheo 1 

Mai. Oh Rogue, of what deuilifh ftufTe are thefe 
Dice made off I the parings of the Deuils comes of his 
toes, that they runne thus damnably. 

Bel. I prethee vex not. 

MtU. If any handy-crafls man was euer fuffred to 
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keep (hop in hell, it will be a Dice-maker ; he's able 
to vndoe more foules then the Deuill ; I plaid with 
mine owne Dice, yet loft. Ha you any money I 

BeL Las I ha none. 

Mat Muft haue money, muft haue fome, muft 
haue a Cloake, and Rapier, and things : will you goe 
fet your limetwigs, and get me fome birds, fome 
money ? 

BeL WTiat limetwigs (hould I fet ? 

Mat, You will not then? Muft haue cafli and 
pi6lures : doe ye heare, (frailty) (hall I walke in a 
Plimouth Cloake, (that's to fay) like a rogue, in my 
hofe and doublet, and a crabtree cudgell in my hand, 
and you fwimme in your Sattins t muft haue money, 
come. 

OrL Is't bed-time, Mafter, that you vndo my 
Miftris ? ) 

BeL Vndoe me ? Yes, yes, at thefe riflings 
I haue beene too often. 

Mat Helpe to flea, Pacheco, 

OrL Fleaing call you it 1 

Mat, He pawne you by'th Lord, to your very eye- 
browes. 

Bel With all my heart, fmce heauen will haue me 
poore, 
As good be drown'd at fea, as drown'd at (hore. 

OrL Why heare you, fir] yfaith doe not make 
away her Gowne. 

Mat Oh it's Summer, it's Summer ; your onely 
faihion for a woman now, is to be light, to be light 

OrL Why, pray fir, employ fome of that money 
you haue of mine. 

Mat Thine 1 He ftarue firft, He beg firft ; when I 
touch a penny of that, let thefe fingers ends rot. 

OrL So they may, for that's paft touching. I 
faw my twenty pounds flye hie. 

Mat Knoweft thou neuer a damn'd Broker about 
the Citty ? 

OrL Damn'd Broker ? yes, fine hundred. 
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i^^. The Gowne flood me in aboue twenty 
Duckets, borrow ten of it, cannot Hue without filuer. 

Orle. He make what I can of it, fir. He be your 
Broker, 
But not your damb'd broker : Oh thou fcurvy knaue, 
What makes a wife tume whore, but fuch a flaue 1 

Exit 

Mat How now little chicke, what aylefl, weeping 
For a handful! of Taylors (hreds ? pox on them, are 
there not filkes enow at Mercers ? 

Bd, I care not for gay feathers, I. 

Mat What doefl care for then ] why doefl grieue t 

Bel. Why doe I grieue? A thoufand forrowes 
ftrike 
At one poore heart, and yet it liues. Matheo, 
Thou art a Gamefler, prethee throw at all, 
Set all vpon one cad, we kneele and pray, 
And (Iruggle for life, yet muil be cAl away. 
Meet mifery quickly then, fplit all, fell all. 
And when thou hafl fold all, fpend it, but I befeech 

thee 
Build not thy mind on me to coyne thee more, y 

To get it wouldfl thou haue me play the whore ? 

Mat. 'Twas your profeflion before I married you. 

Bei. Vmh t it was indeed : if all men fliould be i / 
branded ^ 

For finnes^long fmce laid vp, who could be faued ? " 

The Quarter day^" at liahdrhow wilT yoii doe ^""^ 
To pay the Rent, Matheo ? * 

Mai. Whyt doe as all of our occupation doe 
again (I Quarter daies: breake vp houfe, remoue, 
(hift your lodgings, pox a your Quarters. 

Enter Lodouico. 

Lod. Where's this Gallant ? 

Mut Signior Lodouico % how does my little Mirror 
of Knight-hood 1 this is kindly done yfaith : welcome 
by my troth. 

Lad. And how doell, frolicke? Saue you faire 
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lady. Thou looked fmug and brauely. Noble Mat. 

Mat. Drinke and feed, laugh and lie warme. 

Lod, Is this thy wife ? 

Mat, A poore Gentlewoman, fir, whom I make 
vfe of a nights. 

Lod. Pay cuflome to your lips, fweet Lady. 

Borrow fome fhells of him, fome wine, fweet 



He fend for't then yfaith. 
You fend for't ? Some ^vine I prethee. 
I ha no money. 
S'blood, nor I ; What wine loue you, Sig- 



Mat. 
heart 

Lod. 

Mat. 

Bel. 

Mat. 
mart 

Lod. Here, or He not (lay, I protefl ; trouble the 
Gentlewoman too much ? Eadt Bellafix>nt 

And what newes flies abroad, Matheo ? 

Mat. Troth, none. Oh Signiory we ha beene merry 
in our daies. 

Lod. And no doubt ihall agen. 
/ The Diuine powers neuer flioot Darts af men 
Mortall, to kill them. 

Mat. You fay true. 

Lod. Why (hould we grieue at want? Say the 
world made thee 
Her Minnion, that thy head lay in her lap. 
And that flie danc't thee on her wanton knee. 
She could but giue thee a whole world : that's all, 
And that all's nothing ; the worlds greatefl part 
Cannot fill vp one corner of thy heart 
Say the three comers were all filld, alas I 
Of what art thou pofTefl, a thinne blowne glafle : 
Such as by Boyes is puft into the aire. 
Were twenty Kingdomes thine, thou*d(l Hue in care : 
Thou could'fl not fleepe the better, nor Hue longer. 
Nor merrier be, nor healthfuller, nor flronger. 
If then thou want'fl, thus make that want thy ple^ure. 
No man wants all things, nor has all in meafure. 

Mat. I am the mod wretched fellow : fure fome 
left-handed Priefl chrillned me, I am fo vnlucky : I 
m neuer out of one puddle or another, dill falling. 
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Enter Bellafront, and Orlando. 

Mat FiU out wine to my little finger. 
With my heart yfaith. 

Lod, Thankes, good Mathco, 
To your owne fwect felfe. 

OrL All the Brokers hearts, fir, are made of flint, 
I can with all my knocking, Axike but fixe fparkes of 
fire out of them, here's fixe duckets, if youle take 
them. 

Mat Giue me them : an euill confcience gnaw 
them all, moths and plagues hang vpon their lowfie 
wardrobs. 

Lod. Is this your man, Matheo ? An old Seruing- 
man. 

OrL You may giue me t'other halfe too, fix : 
That's the Begger. 

Lod What haft there, gold 1 

Mai, A fort of Rafcalls are in my debt, (God 
knowes what) and they feed me with bits, with 
crummes, a pox choke them. 

Lod. A word, Matheo : be not angry with me, 
Beleeue it that I know the touch of time, 
And can part copper (tho it be gilded o're) 
From the true gold: the failes which thou doeft 
fpread. 

Would (how well, if they were not borrowed. 

The found of thy low fortunes drew me hither, P- 

I giue my felfe vnto thee, prethee vfe me, '^ 

I will beftow on you a fuite of Sattin, 

And all things elfe to fit a Gentleman, 

Becaufe I loue you. 

Mat. Thankes, good Noble Knight 

Lod, Call on me when you pleafe. 
Till then farewell. Exit. 

Mat. Haft angled 1 haft cut up this fi-efh Salmon ? 

Bel. Wudft haue me be fo bafe ? 

Mat. It's bafe to fteale, it's bafe to be a whore : 
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Thou't be more bafe, He make thee keepe a doore. 

Exit 

OfL I hope he will not fneake away with all the 
money, will he ? 

Bel. Thou feed he does. 

Orl. Nay then it's well. I fet my braines vpon an 
vpright La(l ; tho my wits be old, yet they are like a 
witherd pippin, wholfome. Looke you, Miflris, I 
told him I had but fixe duckets of the (Rnaue) Bro- 
ker, but I had eight, and kept thefe two for you. 

Bel, Thou Ihouldfl haue giuen him alL 

Orl. What, to flie hie ? 

Bel. Like wanes, my mifeiy driues on mifery. 

Exit. 

Orl. Sell his wiues cloathes from her backe t does 
any Poulterers wife pull chickins aliue ? He Riots all 
abroad, wants all at home : he Dices, whores, fwag- 
gers, fweares, cheates, borrowes, pawnes : He giue 
him hooke and line, a little more for all this. 
Yet fure i'th end he'll delude all my hopres. 
And (hew me a French tricke danc*d on the ropes. 

Exit. 

Enter at one doore Lodouico and Carolo ; at another 
Bots, and Miflris Horfleach ; Candido and his 
wife appeare in the Shop. 

Lod. Hi(l, hifl, Lieutenant Bots^ how do'fl, man t 

Car. Whither are you ambling, Madam Horf- 
leach% 

Horf. About worldly profit, fir : how doe your Wor- 
fliips? 

Bots. We want tooles, Gentlemen, to fumifh the 
trade : they weare out day and night, they weare out 
till no mettle bee left in their backe ; wee heare of two 
or three new Wenches are come vp with a Carrier, and 
your old Gofhawke here is flying at them. 

Lod. And faith, what flelh haue you at home % 
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Hoff, Ordinary Diihes, by my troth, fweet men, 
there's few good i'th Cittie ; I am as well furniflit as 
any, and tho I fay it, as well cuflom'd. 

Bois. We haue meates of all forts of drefling ; we 
haue flew'd meat for your Frenchman, pretty light 
picking meat for your Italian, and that which is rotten 
roafled, for Don Spaniardo. 

Lod, A pox on't. 

Bots. We haue Poulterers ware for your fweet 
bloods, as Doue, Chickin, Ducke, Teale, Woodcocke, 
and fo forth : and Butchers meat for the Cittizen : yet 
Muttons fall very bad this yeere. 

Zod. Stay, is not that my patient Linnen Draper 
yonder, and my fine yong fmug Miflris, his wife ? 

Car, Sirra Grannam, He giue thee for thy fee 
twenty crownes, if thou canfl but procure me the wear- 
ing of yon veluet cap. 

Ifof, You'd weare another thing beiides the cap. 
Vare a Wag. 

Bots. Twenty crownes ? we'll (hare, and lie be your 
pully to draw her on. 

Lod. Doo't prefently ; we'll ha fome fport. 

fforf, Wheele you about, fweet men doe you fee, 
He cheapen wares of the man, whiled Bots is doing 
with his wife. 

Zod. Too't : if we come into the (hop to doe you 
grace, weell call you Madam. 

Bo/s. Pox a your old face, giue it the badge of all 
fcuruy faces, a Mafque. 

Cand. What is't you lacke. Gentlewoman ? Cam- 
bricke or Lawnes, or fine Hollands? Pray draw 
neere, I can fell you a penny-worth. 

Bo/s. Some Cambricke for my old Lady. 

Cand. Cambricke ? you (hall, the pured thied in 
Mil/an. 

Lod. and Car. Saue you, Signior Candido. 

Lod. How does my Noble Mader t how my feire 
Midris? 
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Cand. My Worthipfall good Seraant, view it well, 
for 'tis both fine and euen. 

Car, Cry you mercy, Madam, tho mask'd, I 
thought it fliould be you by your man. Pray, Signiar, 
fhew her the bed, for (he commonly deales for good 
ware. 

Cand, Then this (hall fit her, this is for your Ladi- 
fhip. 

Bofs, A word, I pray, there is a waiting Gentle- 
woman of my Ladies : her name is Ruyna^ ^ies (he*s 
your ELinfwoman, and that you ihould be one of her 
Aunts. 

Wife. One of her Atmtst trc^ fir, I know her 
not 

Bets. If it pleafe you to beftow the poore labour 
of your legs at any time, I will be your conuoy 
thither t 

Wife, I am a Snaile, fir, feldome leaue my houfe, 
i'ft pleafe her to vifit me, (he (hall be welcome. 

Bots. Doe you heare ? the naked troth is : my 
Lady hath a yong Knight, herfonne, who loues you, 
/are made, if you lay hold vpont : this lewell he fends 
you. 

Wife. Sir, I retiime his loue and lewell with 
fcome ; let goe my hand, or I (hall call my husband. 
You are an arrant Knaiie. Exit. 

Led, What, will (he doe ? ' 

Bots. Doe ? they (hall all doe if Bots fets vpon 
them once, (he was as if (he had profefl the trade, 
fqueamifh at fird, at lad I (hewed her this lewell, faid, 
a Knight fent it her. 

Lod, Is*t gold, and right dones ? 

Bots. Copper, Copper, I goe a fi(hing with thefe 
baites. She nibbled, but wud not fwallow the hooke, 
becaufe the Cunger-head her husband was by; but 
(hee bids the Gentleman name any aftemoone, and 
(he*ll meet him at her Garden houfe, which I know. 
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Lod, Is this no lie now % 

Bots, Dam me if 

Lod. Oh prethee (lay there. 
Bots. The twenty crown es, fir. 
Lod, Before he has his worke done % but on my 
Knightly word he (hall pay't thee. 

« 

Enter Adolpho, Beraldo, Fontinell, and the Irijh 

Footman, 

Afto. I thought thou hadd beene gone into thine 
owne Country. 

Bry, No faat la, I cannot goe dis foure or tree 
dayes. 

Ber, Looke thee^ yonders the (hop, and that's the 
man himfelfe. 

Fon, Thou (halt but cheapen, and doe as we 
told thee, to put a ied vpon him, to abufe his pa- 
tience. 

Bry, I faat, I doubt my pate (hall be knocked : 
but fa crees fa me, for your (hakes, I will runne to any 
Linnen Draper in hell, come preddy. 

Chines, Saue you Gallants. 

Lod, and Car. Oh, well met ! 

Cand, Youll giue no more you dayt I cannot 
take it. 

Horf. Truly He giue no more. 

Cand. It mud not fetch it What wud you haue, 
fweet Gentlemen ? 

A^, Nay, here's the Cudomer. 

Exeunt, Bots <5^• Hord. 

Led, The Garden-houfe you lay t wee'il boult out 
your roguery. 

Cand, I will but lay thefe parcels by My 

men are all at Cudome-houfe vnloding Wares, if 
Cambricke you wud deale in, there's die bed, all 
Millan cannot fample it 

Lod, Doe you heare 1 i. 2. 3. S'foot, there came in 
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4. Gallants, fure your wife is dipt vp, and the 4^. man 
I hold my life, is grafting your Warden tree. 

Cand, Ha, ha, ha : you Gentlemen are full of 
left. 
If (he be vp, (he's gone fome wares to (how, 
I haue aboue as good wares as below. 

Lod, Haue you fo 1 nay then 

Cand, Now Gentlemen, is*t Cambricks ? 

Bry, I predee now let me haue de beft wares. 

Cand, What's that he faies, pray Gentlemen I 

Lod. Mary he faies we are like to haue the beft 
wares. 

Cand. The beft wares 1 all are bad, yet wares doe 
good. 
And like to Surgeons, let ficke Kingdomes blood. 

Bry, Faat a Deuill prateft tow fo, a pox on dee, I 
preddee let me fee fome Hollen, to make Linnen 
(hirts, for feare my body be lowfie. 

Cand, Indeed I vnderftand no word he fpeakes. 

Car, Mary, he faies, that at the (lege in Holland 
there was much bawdry vfed among the Souldiers, tho 
they were lowfie. 

Cand. It may be fo, that's likely, true indeed, 
In euery garden, fir, does grow that weed. 

Bry, Pox on de gardens, and de weedes, and de 
fooles cap dere, and de cloutes ; heare f doeft make a 
Hobby-horfe of me. 

Omnes, Oh (ie, he has tome the Cambricke. 

Cand. 'Tis no matter. 

Aflo, It frets me to the foule. 

Cand. So doeft not me. 
My Cuftomers doe oft for remnants call, 
Thefe are two remnants, now, no loffe at all. 
But let me tell you, were my Seruants here. 
It would ha coft more. Thanke you Gentle- 
men, 
I vfe you well, pray know my (hop agen. Exit. 

Omnes, Ha, ha, ha ; come, come, let's goe, let*s 
goe. Exaiftt. 
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Enter Matheo (braw) and Bellafront. 

Mat How am I fuited, Frofit / am I not gallant, 
ha? 

Bel. Yes, fir, you are fuited well 

Mat. Exceeding pafling well, and to the time. 

Bel. The Taylor has plaid his part with you. 

Mat, And I haue plaid a Gentlemans part with my 
Taylor, for I owe him for the making of it 

Bel. And why did you fo, fir 1 

Mat. To keepe the fafhion ; It's your onely fa(h- 
ion now of your befl ranke of Gallants, to make 
their Taylors waite for their money, neither were it 
wifedome indeed to pay them vpon the firfl edition of 
a new fuite : for commonly the fuite is owing for, 
when the lynings are worne out, and there's no reafon 
then, that the Taylor fhould be paid before the 
Mercer. 

Bel. Is this the fuite the Knight beflowed vpon 
you % 

Mat. This is the fuite, and I need not (hame to 
weare it, for better men then I would be glad to haue 
fuites bellowed on them. It's a generous fellow, — 
but — pox on him — we whofe Pericranions are the very 
Limbecks and Stillitories of good wit, and flie hie, 
mud driue liquor out of dale gaping Oyllers. Shal- 
low Knight, poore Squire linacheo : He make a wild 
Cataine of forty fuch : hang him, he's an Affe, he's 
alwaies fober. 

Bel. This is your fault to wound your friends flill. 

Mat. No faith. Fronts Lodouico is a noble Slauo- 
nian ; it's more rare to fee him in a womans company, 
then for a Spaniard to goe into England^ and to chal- 
lenge the Englilh Fencers there. — One knockes, — 
See — Ztf, fa^foiy la^fa^ la, rullle in Silkes and Satins : 
there's mufique in this, and a Taflfety Petticoate, it 
make both flie hie, — Catzo. 
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Enter Bellafront, after her Orlando, like himfelfe^ with 

foure men after him. 

Bel. Matheo \ 'tis my Father. 

Mat. Ha, Father 1 It's no matter, hee findes no 
tatterd Prodigals here. 

Orl. Is not the doorc good enough to hold your 
blue Coates % away, Knaues. Weare not your cloathes 
thred-bare at knees for me ; beg Heauvens bleffing, 
(not mine.) Oh cry your Worfhip mercy, fir, was 
fomewhat bold to talke to this Gentlewoman, your 
wife here. 

Mat. A poore Gentlewoman, fir. 

Orl. Stand not, fir, bare to me ; I ha read oft 
That Serpents who creepe low, belch ranker poifon 
Than winged Dragons doe, that flie aloft. 

Mat, If it ofifend you, fir I 'tis for my pleafure. 

Orl. Your pleafure be't, fir; vmh, is this your 
Palace % 

BeL Yes, and our Kingdome, for 'tis our content 

Orl, It's a very poore Kingdome then ; what, are 
all your Subje<fls gone a Sheepe-fhearing % not a Maid ? 
not a Man 1 not fo much as a Cat 1 you keepe a good 
houfe belike, iufl like one of your profeflion, euery 
roome with bare walls, and a halfe-headed bed to vault 
vpon (as all your bawdy-houfes are.) Pray who are 
your Vpholders ? Oh, the Spiders, I fee, they be- 
ftow hangings vpon you. 

Mat, Bawdy-houfe ? Zounds fw 

BeL Oh fweet Matheo, peace. Vpon my knees 
I doe befeech you, fir, not to arraigne me 
For finnes, which heauen, I hope, long fince hath 

pardoned. 
Thofe flames (like lightning flaflies) are fo fpent. 
The heate no more remaines, then where (hips went. 
Or where birds cut the aire, the print remaines. 

Mat, Pox on him, kneele to a Dog ? 

BeL She that's a Whore, 
Liues gallant, fares well, is not (like me) poore. 
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I ha now as finall acquaintance with that finne9 
As if I had neuer knowne it ; that, neaer bin. 

OrL No acquaintance with itt what maintaines 
thee then % howdoefl liue then t has thy husband any 
Lands t any Rents comming in, any Stocke going, 
any Ploughs iogging, any Ships failing Y had thou 
any Wares to tume, lo much as to get aiingle penny by t 
Yes, thou haft Ware to fell, 
Knaues are thy Chapmen, and thy Shop is Hell 

Mat. Doe you heare, fir t 

OrL So fir, I do heare, fir, more of you then you 
dreame I do. 

Mat. You flie a little too hie, fir. 

OrL Why, fu-, too hie I 

Mai. I ha fufired your tongue, like a bard Cater 
tza, to Tunne all this while, and ha not ftopt it. 

OrL Well, fir, you talke like a Gamefter. 

Mat. If you come to bark at her, becaufe fhee's a 
poore rogue ; look you, here's a fine path, fir, and 
there, there Uie doore. 

BeL Matheo f 

Mat. Your blue Coates flay for you, fir. 
I loue a good honeft roaring Bey, and fo 

Orl. Thaf s the Deuill. 

Mat. Sir, fir. He ha no loues in my houfe to 
thunder Auaunt : fhe fhall liue and be maintained 
when you, like a keg of mufty Sturgeon, fhall ftinke. 
Where t in your Coffin. How I be a mufty fellow, 
and lowfie. 

OrL I know fhe fhall be maintained, but how t fhe 
like a Queane, thou like a Knaue ; fhe like a Whore, 
thou like a Thiefe. 

Mat. Theife 1 Zounds Thiefe % 

Bd, Good deareft Mat. Father. 

Mat, Pox on you both, He not be braued : New *\^0 * 
$attin fcomes to be put downe. with bare bawdy ^ 

Veluet Thiefe % ^. ^ ' 

OrL I Thiefe, th'art a Murtherer, a Cheater, aWhore- 

monger, a Pot-hunter, a Borrower, a Begger 

a L 
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Bel, D^^e Father. 

Mat. An old AlTe, a Dog, a Churle, ^ Chuffe, an 
Yfurer, a Villaine, a Moth, a mangy Mule, with an 
pUi veluet foot-cloth on his backe, (ir. 

JSr/. Oh me I 

(^r/. Varlet, for this He hang thee. 

Mat, Ha, ha, alas. 

OrL Thou keepeft a man of mine here, mder my 
nofe. 

Mat. Vncier thy beard. 

OrL As arrant a fmeU-finockei for an old Mi^on- 
miinger, as thy felfe. 

Mat, No, as your fejfe. 

OrL As arrant a purfe-taker as euer cried, Stand, 
yet a good fellow, I confiplTe, and valiant, but hell 
bring thee to*th Gallowes ; you both haue robd pf la^ 
two poore Country Pedlers. 

Mat. How's this ? how's this % doeil thou fli^ hie t 
rob Pedlers \ beare witnes Fronty rob Pedlers \ pjy 
man and I a Thiefe 1 

Bd. Oh, fir, no more. 

OrL I Knaue, two Pedlers, hue and cry is vp. War- 
rants are out, and I fhall fee thee climbe a Ladder. 

Mat And come downe againe as well as a Brick- 
layer, or a Tyler. How the vengeance knowes he 
this 1 If I be hanged, He tell the people I married 
old Frifcabaldoes Daughter, He frifco you, and your 
old carkas. 

OrL Tell what thou canll ; if I flay here longer, I 
(hall bee hang'd too, for being in thy company ; there- 
fore, as I found you, I leaue you. 

Mat Kneele, and get money of him. 

OrL A Knaue and a Quean e, a Thiefe and a 
Strumpet, a couple of Beggers, a brace of Baggages. 

Mat Hang vpon him. I, I, fir, fare you well ; we 
are fo : follow clofe — we are Beggers — in Sattin — to 
him. 

Bd. Is this your comfort, when fo many yeeres 
You ha left me frozen to death 1 
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Bd. Yes, fo t' flialj : I muft : I mull and will J/ > ' 
If as you fay Fm poore, relieue me then, 
Let me nqt fell my body to bafe men. 
You call me Strumpet, Heauen knowes I am noi^e : 
Your cruelty inay driue me to be one : 
L^ not that finne be yours, let not the H^ame 
Qif common Whore Hue longer thep my name. 
That cunningJBa^d(Necef^ night^and^y 
Plots to>TI?K&r^irn!Wue tKat^ag awayj^ 
Left being at lowed ebbe^ as now I am. 
I Qnke ibr euer. 

OrL ^iowefl ebbe, what ebbie t 

Bd, So ppore, that (tho to tell it be ipy (hame) 
I ^m not worth a difh to hold my meate y 
I am yet poorer, I want bread to eate. 

OrL It's not feene by your cheekes. 

Milt. I thinke (he has read aa Homely to tickle 
to the old rogue. 

OrL Want bread % there's Sattin : bake that, 

Mat. S*bl6od, make Pafties of my cloathes % 

OrL A fiiire new Cloake, ilew that ; an excellent 
gth Rapier. 

Mat. Will you eat that, firt 

OrL I could feafl ten good fellowes with thpfe 
Hangers. 

Mai. The pox you fhalL 

OrL I (hall not (till thou beggefl,) thinke thou 
art poore; 
And when thou beggefl, He feed thee at my doore, 
As I feed Dogs, (with bones) till then beg, borrow, 
Pawne, (leale, and hang, tume Bawde, when th'ait 

Whore, 
My heart-firings fure would crack, were they flrained 
more. Exit. 

Mat. This is your Father, your damn'd r con- 
gou light vpon all the generation of you ; he o^i 
come bragging hither with foure white Herrings (at's 
taile) in blue Coates without roes in their bellies, but 
i may flame ere he giue me fo much as a cob. 
" " L 2 
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Bd, What tell you me of this t alas. 

Mat. Goe trot after your Dad, doe you capitulate, 
He pawne not for you, He not (leale to be hanged for 
fuch an hypocriticall clofe common Harlot : away, 

you Dog Braue yfaith ! Vds foot, Giue me fome 

meate. 

Bel, Yes, Sir. Exit. 

Mat, Goodman flaue, my man too, is gallop'd to 
the Deuill athe t'other fide : Pacheco^ He checo you. 
Is this your Dad's day ? England (they fay) is the 
onely hell for Horfes, and onely Paradife for Women : 
pray get you to that Paradife, becaufe /are called an 
Honeft Whore ; there they line none but honefl whores 
with a pox : Mary here in our Citty, all our fex are 
but foot-cloth Nags : the Mafler no fooner lights, but 
the man leapes into the faddle. 

Enter Bellafront 

Bel. Will you fit downe I pray, fir 1 

Mat. I could teare (by'th Lord) his flefli, and eate 

his midriflfe in fait, as I eate this : mull I choake 

my Father Frifcabaldo^ I fhall make a pittifull 

Hog-loufe of you Orlando^ if you fall once into my 

fingers Here's the fauorefl meat : I ha got a llo- 

macke with chafing. What Rogue (hould tell him of 
thofe two Pedlers % A plague choake him, and gnaw 
him to the bare bones : come fill. 

BeL Thou fweatefl with very anger, good fweet, 
vex not, 'las, 'tis no fault of mine. 

Mat. Where didll buy this Mutton ? I neuer felt 
better ribbes. 

Bei. A neighbour fent it me. 

Enter Orlando. 

Mat Hah, neighbour? foh, my mouth llinkes, 
you whore, doe you beg victuals for me? Is this 
Sattin doublet to bee burabafled with broken meat 1 

Takes vp theftoole. 



The Hane/l Whore. 149 

OrL What will you doe, fir % 

Mat, Beat out the braines of a beggerly 

Exit Bellafront 

OrL Beat out an Aflfes head of your owne ; away, 
Mifbis. Zownds, doe but touch one haire of her, and 
He fo quilt your cap with old Iron, that your coxcombe 
(hall ake the worfe thefe feuen yeeres for't : Does (he 
looke like a roaded Rabbet, that you mu(l haue the 
head for the braines % 

Mat. Ha, ha : Goe out of my doores, you Rogue, 
away, foure markes trudge. 

OrL Foure markes 1 no, fu:, my twenty pound that 
you ha made flie hie^ and I am gone. 

Mat, Mud I be fed with chippings 1 y'are bed get 
a cla|>di(h, and (ay y'are Prodlor to fome Spittle- 
houfe. Where had thou beene, Pacheco f come hither 
my little Turky-cocke. 

OrL I cannot abide, fir, to fee a woman wronged, 
not I. 

Mat. Sirra, here was my Father-in-law to day. 

OrL Pidi, then /are full of Crownes. 

Mat. Hang him, he would ha thrud crownes vpon 
me, to haue falne in againe, but I fcorne cad-cloathes, 
or any mans gold. 

OrL But mine : how did he brooke that (fir I) 

Mat. Oh : fwore like a dozen of drunken Tinkers ; 
at lad growing foule in words, he and foure of his men 
drew vpon me, fir. 

OrL In your houfe I wud I had bin by. 

Mat. 1 made no more adoe, but fell to my old 
locke, and fo thra(hed my blue Coates, and old crab- 
tree-face my father-in-law, and then walkt like a Lion 
in my grate. 

OrL Oh Noble Mader 1 

Mat. Sirra, he could tell me of the robbing the 
two Pedlers, and that warrants are out for vs both. 
OrL Good, fu*, I like not thofe crackers. 

Mat. Crackhalter, wut fet thy foot to mine 1 
OrL How, fir ) at drinking. 
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Mai, We'll pull thdt old Crbi* my Fath^ : rob thy 
Mader. 1 know the houfe, thou the feruants : the 
ptirchafe i^ rich, the plot to get it eaiie, the Dog will 
not part from a bone. 

Orl, Pluck't out of his throat then : He fnaHe for 
one, if this can bite. 

Mat. Say no more, fay no more, old cble, meet 
me anon at the iigne of the Shipwtaicke. 

OrL Yes, fir. 

Mat, And dbfl heare, mant — ^the Shipwtktl:e. 

Exit. 

OrU Th'iart at the Shipwiracke now, and like a 
fwimmer 
Bold (but vnexpert) with thofe wanes doeft play, 
Whofe dalliance (whorelike) is td caft the(^ awia^. 

Enter Hipollito and Bellafront 

OrL And here's another Veffell, (better fraught, 
•/ I But as ill man'd) her finking will be wmught, 

! If refcue come not : like a Man of warre * 
He therefore brauely out : fomewhat He doe, 
And either faue them both, or perifli too. Exit. 

I Hip, It is my fate to be bewitched by thofe eye^. 
' Bel, Fate ? your folly. 

Why (hould my face thus mad you ? *lasi thofe colours 
Are wound vp long agoe, which beauty fpred^ 
The flowres Uiat once grew here, are withered, 
You tum'd my blacke foule white, made it looke new. 
And (hould I finne, it ne'r (hould be with you. 

Hip, Your hand, He oflfer you faire play : When 
firft 
We met i'th Lids together, you remember 
You were a common Rebell ; with one parlee 
I won you to come in. 

Bel. You did. 

Hip, He try 
If now I can beate downe this Chaftity 
With the fame Ordnance ; ^11 you yeeld this Fort, 
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If with the power of Argument now (as then) 
I get of you the conqueft : as before 
I tumd you honell, now to turne you whore, 
By force of (Irong perfwafion 1 

BdL If you can, 
I yeeld. 

Hip, The allarm's flrucke vp ; I'm your man. 

Bel. A woman giues defiance. 

inp. Sit. 

Be/. Beginne : 
Tis a braue battaile to encounter finne. 

I/ip. You men that are to fight in the fame Warre, 
To which I'm preft, and pleade at the lam^ barre, 
To winne a woman, if you wud haue me fpeed, 
Send all your wilhes, 

Bel. No doubt y*are heard, proceede. 

Htp. To be a Harlot, that you (land vpon, 
The very name's a charme to make you one. 
Harlotta was a Dame of fo diuine 
And rauifhing touch, that (he was Concubine 
To an Engliih King : her fweet bewitching eye 
Did the iGngs heart-ftrings in fuch loue-lmots tye, 
That euen the coyell was proud when (he could heare 
Men fay. Behold ; another Harlot there ; 
And after aU her women that were faire 
Were Harlots call'd, as to this day fome are : 
Befides her dalliance (he fo weU does mix, 
That (he's in Latine call'd the Merdrix. 
Thus for the name ; for the profeffion, this, 
Who Hues in bondage. Hues lac'd, the chiefe bliffe 
This world below can yeeld, is liberty : 
And who (than whores) with loofer wings dare flie t 
As lunoes proud bird fpreads the faired taile, 
So does a Strumpet hoid the loftied faile. 
She's no mans ilaue ; (men are her ilaues) her eye 
Moues not on wheeles fcrewd vp with lealowfie. 
She (Hord, or Coacht) does merry iourneys make, 
Free as the Sunne in his gilt Zodiake : 
As brauely does (he (hine, as fad (he's driuen, 
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But dales not long in any houfe of Heauen : 

But (hifts from Signe, to Signe, her amorous prizes 

More rich being when (he's downe, then when (he 

rizes. 
In briefe, Gentlemen haunt them, Soldiers fight for 

them, 
Few men but know them, few or none abhorre them : 
Thus (for fport fake) fpeaJce I, as to a woman, 
Whom (as the woril ground) I would tume to com- 
mon: 
But you I would enclofe for mine owne bed. 

Bel, So (hould a husband be difhonoured. 

Hiy, Difhonoiured t not a whit : to fall to one 
(Befides joxxi husband) is to fall to none, 
For one no number is. 

Bd. Faith, (hould you take 
One in your bed, would you that reckoning make t 
'Tis time you found retreate. 

Hip, Say, haue I wonne. 
Is the day ours t 

Bd. The battaile*s but halfe done, 
None but your felfe haue yet founded alarmes, 
Let vs (Irike too, elfe you dilhonour armes. 

Hip, If you can win the day. 
The glorie's yours. 

Bd, To proue a woman (hould not be a whore. 
When (he was made, (he had one man, and no faiore, 
Yet (he was tied to lawes then, for (euen than) 
Tis faid, (he was not made for men, but man. 
Anon, fincreafe earths brood, the law was varied. 
Men (hould take many wiues : and tho they married 
According to that Adl, yet 'tis not knowne. 
But that Aofe wiues were onely tied to one. 
New Parliaments were fince : for now one woman 
Is (hared betweene three hundred, nay (he's common : 
Common ? as fpotted Leopards, whom for fport 
Men hunt, to get the flerti, but care not for't 
So fpread they Nets of gold, and tune their Calls, 
To inchaunt filly women to take falls : 
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Swearing they are Angels, (which that they may win). 

They'll hire Uie Deuill to come with falfe Dice in. 

Oh Sirens futtle tunes ! your felues you flatter. 

And our weake fex betray, fo men loue water ; 

It femes to wafli their hands, but (being once foule)i 

The water downe is powred, call out of doores. 

And euen of fuch bale vfe doe men make whores. 

A Harlot (like a Hen) more fweetnes reapes, 

To picke men one by one vp, then in heapes : 

Yet all feeds but confounding. Say you ihould taile 

me, 
I feme but for the time, and when the day 
Of warre is done, am cafheerd out of pay : 
If like lame Soldiers I could beg, that's all, 
And there'sdufls Rendezvous, an HofpitalL 
Who then would be a mans flaue, a mans woman t 
She's halfe (lam'd the flrfl day that feeds in Common. 

Hip, You (hould not feed fo, but with me alone. 

Bd. If I drinke poifon by (lealth, is't not all one t 
.Is't not ranke poifon dill ? with you alone ! 
Nay fay you fpide a Ciutezan, whofe foft lide 
To touch, you'd fell your birtii-right for one kilTe, 
Be rack'd!, (he's won, y'are fated : what foUowes this t 
Oh, then you curfe that Bawd that toald you in, 
(The Night) you curfe your luft, you loath the fin, 
You loaSi her very fight, and ere the day 
Arife, you rife glad when y'are (lolne away. 
Euen then when you are dmnke with all her fweets. 
There's no tme pleafure in a Strumpets (heetes. 
Women, whom Lull fo prollitutes to (ale, 
Like Dancers vpon ropes ; once feene, are dale. 

Hip, If all the threds of Harlots l3aies are fpim, 
So coorfe as you would make them, tell me why 
You fo long loued the trade % 

Bel, If all the threds 
Of Harlots Ijoies be fine as you would make them. 
Why doe not you perfwade your wife tume whore, 
And all Dames elfe to fall before that fm 9 
Like an ill husband (tho I knew the lame, 
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To be iny vhdomg) fotlbii^ed 1 tMt game. 

Oh when the worke of Lufl had eam'd iny bread, 

To tafle it, how I trembled, left each bit, 

Ere it went dowhe, (hould choake me (chewing it t) 

My bed feem'd like a Cabin hung in Hell, 

The Bawde Hells Porter, and the lickorifh wine 

The Pander fetch'd, was like an eafie Fine, 

For which, me thought I leai'd away my foulie. 

And oftentimes (euen in my quaffing bowle) 

Thus laid I to my felfe, I am a whore, 

And haue drunke downe thus much confufion more. 

Hip, It is a common rule, and 'tis moft true, 
Two of one trade neuer loue : no more doe you. 
Why are you (harpe 'gainft that you once profeft 1 

Bel, Why doate you on that, which you did once 
deteft ? 
1 cannot (feeing (he*s wouen of fuch bad ftuffe) 
Set colours on a Harlot bafe enough. 
Nothing did make me, when I loued them beft, 
To loadi them more then this : when in the 'ftreet 
A faire yong modeft Damfell I did meet, 
She feem'd to all a Done (when I pall'd by) 
And 1 (to all) a Rauen : euery eye 
That followed her went with a baflifull glanbe, 
At me each bold and leering countenance 
Darted forth fcome : to her (as if (he had bin 
Some Tower vnvanquilhed) would they vaile, 
'Gainft ine fwolne Rumor hoifted euery faile. 
She (crowh'd with reuerend praifes) pafled by them, 
I (tho with face maskt) could not fcape the hem, 
For (as if Heauen had fet ftrange markes on Whores, 
Becaufe they (hould be pointing ftocks to man) 
Dreft vp in ciuileft fhape a Curtizan, 
Let her walke Saint-like, noteleflfe, and vnkno^i^e. 
Yet (he's betraid by fome tricke of her owne. 
Were Harlots therefore wife, they'd be fold deare : 
For men account them good but for one yeere : 
And then like Almanackes (whofe dates are gone) 
They are throwne by, and no more lookt vpon. 
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Whole therefore backward fall, who will lahch forth 
In Seas fo foule, for ventures no more worth i 
Lufls voiage hath (if not this courfe) this croffe, 
Buy ne'r fo cheape, your Ware comes home with 

lofle. 
What, (hall I found retreat i the battaile's dbne : 
Let the world iudge which bf vs two haue ^^on. 

Hip. I ! 

Bei, You ? nay then as cowards doe in fight, . 
What by blowes cannot, fhall be faued by Bight Exit. 

Hip. Flie to earths fiied Cehter : to the Caues 
Of euerlafling horror, tie purftie thee, 
l(Th6 load'en with finnes) euen to Hells brazen 

dobres. 
iTius Wifefl men tume fooles, doting on whores. Exit. 

Enter the Duke^ Lodouico, and Orlando : after them 
Infaelice, Carolo, Allolfo, Beraldo, Fontinell. 

Ort I befeech your Grace (tho your eye be fo 
piercing) as vnder a poore blue Coate, to cull out an 
nonefl Father from an old Seruingman : yet good my 
Lord difcouer not the plot to any, but onely this Gen- 
tleman that is now to be an Adlor in our enfuing 
Comedy. 

Duke. Thou hafl thy wifh, Orlando, patfe vn- 
knowne, 
Sforfa (hall onely goe aloiig with thee. 
To fee that Warrant ferued vpon thy Sonne. 

Lod. To attach him vpon fellony, for 2. Pedlers : 
is't not fo ? 

OrL Right, my Noble Knight : thofe Pedlers 
were two Kjnaues of mine ; he fleec'd the men before, 
and now he purpofes to flea the Mafler. He will rob 
me, his teeth water to be nibbling at my gold, but this 
(hal hang him b/th gills, till I pull him on (hore. 

Duke. Away : ply you the bufmefTe. 

OrL Thankes to your Grace : but my good Lord, 
for my Daughter. 

Duke. You know what I haue faid. 
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OrL And remember what I haue fwome : She's 
more honefl, on my foule, then one of the Turkes 
Wenches, watcht by a hundred Eunuches. 

Lod, So (he had need, for the Turkes make them 
whores. 

OrL He's a Turke that makes any woman a 
Whore, hee's no true Chriflian I'm fure. I commit 
your Grace. 

Duke, Infcdice. 

In/a. Here, fir. 

Lod, Signiar Frifcabaldo, 

OrL Frisking agen, Pacheco \ 

Lod, Vds fo, Pacheco ? wee'U haue fome fport with 
this Warrant : 'tis to apprehend all fufpedled perfons 
in the houfe : Befides, there's one Bots a Pander, 
and one Madam Horjleach a Bawde, that haue abus'd 
my friend, thofe two Coneyes will we ferret into the 
purfenet 

OrL Let me alone for dabbing them o'th necke : 
come, come. 

Lod, Doe ye heare, Gallants % meet me anon at 
McU?uos, 

Omnts, Enough. Exeunt Lodouico &* Orlando. 

L>uke, Th'old Fellow fings that note thou didft 
before, 
Onely his tunes are, that (he is no Whore, 
But Uiat (he fent his Letters and his gifts, 
Out of a Noble Triumph o're his Lud, 
To (hew (he trampled his A(raults in duft. 

Infcs, 'Tis a good honed feniant, that old man. 

JDuke. I doubt no leflfe. 

In/a. And it may be my husband, 
Becaufe when once this woman was vnmaskt. 
He leueld all her thoughts, and made them fit : 
Now he*d marre all agen, to try his wit 

Duke, It may be (0 too, for to tume a Harlot 
Honed, it mud be by drong Antidots, 
'Tis rare, as to fee Panthers change their fpots. 
And when (he's once a Starre (fixed) and (hines bright, 
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Tho 'twere impiety then to dim her light, 
Becaufe we fee fuch Tapers feldome bume. 
Yet 'tis the pride and glory of fome men, 
To change her to a blazing Starre agen, 
And it may be, HipoUito does no more. 
It cannot be, but y'are acquainted all 
With that fame madnede of our Sonne-in-law, 
That dotes fo on a Curtizan. 

Omnes, Yes, my Lord. 

Car. All the City thinkes he's a Whoremonger. 

Aft, Yet I warrant, he'll fweare, no man markes 
him. 

Ber. 'Tis like fo, for when a man goes a wench- 
ing, is as if he had a (Irong flincking breath, euery 
one fmells him out, yet he feeles it not, tho it be 
rancker then the fweat of fixteene Bearewarders. 

Duke, I doubt then you haue all thofe (linking 
breaths, 
You might be all fmelt out 

Car. Troth my Lord, I thinke we are all as you 
ha bin in your youth when you went a Maying, we 
all loue to heare the Cuckoo fing vpon other mens 
Trees. 

Duke. It's well yet you confefle : but Girle, thy 
bed 

Shall not be parted with a Curtizan 'tis (Irange, 

No frowne of mine, no frowne of the poore Lady, 
(My abufed child, hj$ wife) no care of fame. 
Of Honor, Heauen, or Hell, no not that name 
Of Common Strumpet, can affright, or woo 
Him to abandon her ; the Harlot does vndoe him, 
She has bewitched him, robd him of his ihape, 
Tumd him into a bead, his reafon's lod, 
You fee he lookes wild, does he not % 

Car. I ha noted new Moones 
In's face, my Lord, all hill of change. 

Duke. He's no more like vnto HipoUito^ 

Then dead men are to liuing neuer fleepes. 

Or if he doe, it's dreames : and in thofe dreames 
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His armes wprke,TrrTra|icH then cries — r-Sweet — 

what's hef pame, 
What's the drabs nao^^ ^ 

Afl. In troth, my Lord, I know pot, 
I know no drabs, nqt I. 

Duke, Oh, Bdlafroni ! 
And catching hef £elA, cries, My BtUafronL 

Car, A' drench that's able to V^ a Hoife, cani^ot 
kill this difeafe of Smock-fmellii^, vcq Lo^d^ ^ ^^ 
haue pnc^ eaten deepe. 

piJ^^ |le try all Phifipke, and this Med-pine firll : 
I haue dire<fled Warrants flrong and peremptory 
(To purge our Citty MiUan^ and to cure 
jie outward Parts, the Suburbes) fpr the attaching 
)i all thofe ^omen, who (like gold]| i^rant waignt, 
Citties (like Ships) (hould haue no idle fraight 

Car, No, my Lord, and light wenches are po idle 
fraight. 
But what's your Graces reach in this \ 

Duke, This {Carolo.\ If (he whom my Son doates 
on. 
Be in that Mufler-booke enrold, he'll (hame 
£uer t'approach one of fuch noted name. 

Car, But fay (he be not 1 

Duke, Yet on Harlots neads 
New Lawes (hall fall fo heauy, and fuch hlpwes 
Shall giue to thofe that haunt them, that HipoUita. 
(If not for feare of Law) for loue to her. 
If he loue truely, (hall her bed forbeare. 

Car, Attach all the light heeles i'the Citty, and 
clap em vp 1 why, my Lord, you diue into a Well 
vnlearchable : all the Whores within the walls, di 
without the walls ? I would not be he (hould meddle 
with them for ten fuch Dukedomes ; the Army that 
you fpeake on, is able to fill all the prifons within this 
Citty, and to leaue not a drinking roome in any 
Taueme befides. 

Duke, Thofe onely (hall be caught that are of 
note. 



Harlots in each flreet flow : 
The filh being thus i'th net, our felfe wilj fit, 
And with eye mod feuere difpofe of it.— come, 
Girle. 

Car, Araigne the poore Whore. 

AJi, He not miffe that SefTions. 

Font. Nor I. 

Ber. Nor I, 
TTip I hold vp my hand therp ipy felfe. £x€iin^ 

Enter Matheo, Orlando, and Lodouico. 

Mai, Let who will come (my Noble Shauileir) I 
can but play the kind Hoad, and bid ym welcome. 

Lod, We'll trouble your houfe {Matheo) but as 
Dutchmen doe in Tauemes (drinke, be merry, and be 
gone.) 

Or/, Indeed if you be right Dutchmen, if you fall 
%o drinking, you mud be gone. 

Mat. The word is, my wife is not at home ; but 
we'll flie hie (my generous Knight) for all that : there'9 
no Mufike when a woman is in the confort 

OrL No, for (he's like a paire of Virginals, 
^waies with lackes at her taile. 

Enter Adolfo, Carolo, Beraldo, FontinelL 

Lad, See, the Couy is fprung. 

Omna, Saue you Gallants. 

Mat, Happily encounterd, fweet bloods. 

Lod, Gentlemen, you all know Signior Candida^ 
the Linnen Draper, he ^that's more patient then a 
browne Baker, vpon the day when he heates his 
Ouen, and has forty Scolds about him. 

Omnes. Yes, we know him all, what of him I 

Lod, Wud it not be a good fit of mirth, to make a 
piece of Engliih cloth of him, and to dretch him on 
the Tainters, till the threds of his owne natur^^l humor 
cracke, by making him drinke healths. Tobacco, dance, 
fing bawdy fongs, or to run any bias according as we 
thinke good to cad him % 
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Car, *Twere a Morris dance worth the feeing. 

AJl, But the old Fox is fo crafty, we fhall hardly 
hunt out of his den. 

Mat To that traine I ha giuen fire already ; and 
the hook to draw him hither, is to fee certaine pieces of 
Lawne, which I told him I haue to fell, and indeed 
haue fuch ; fetch them downe, Eacheco, 

OrL Yes, fir, I*m your Water-fpanniell, and will 
fetch any thing: but He fetch one difh of meat 
anon, fhall tume your flomacke, and that's a Con- 
ilable. Exit. 

Enter Boots vjhering Miftris Horfleach. 

Otnnes, How now I how now ? 

Car, What Gally-foill is this t 

Lod, Peace, two difhes of llew'd prunes, a Bawde 
and a Pander. My worthy Lieutenant Bots\ why, 
now I fee th'art a man of thy word, welcome ; wel- 
come Miflns HorJUach : Pray Gentlemen, fiailute this 
reuerend Matron. 

Horf, Thankes to all your Worihips. 

Lod, I bade a Drawer fend in wine too : did none 
come along with thee (Grannam) but the Lieutenant I 

Horf, None came along with me but Bots^ if it 
like your Worlhip. 

Bots, Who the pox (hould come along with you 
but Bots ? 

Enter two Vintners, 

Otnnes, Oh braue ! march faire. 

Lod. Are you come ? that's well. 

Mat, Here's Ordnance able to facke a Citty. 

Lod. Come, repeat, read this Inuentory. 

1. Vint, Imprimis i a pottle of Greeke wine, a 
pottle of Peter fa meene, a pottle of Charnico, and a 
pottle of Leattica. 

Lod, Y'are paid 1 

2. Vint, Yes Sir. Exeunt Vintners, 
Mai, So fhall fome of vs be anon, I feare. 
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Bats, Here's a hot day towards : but zounds, this 
is the life out of which a Soldier fucks fweetnefle, 
when this Artillery goes off roundly, fome mull drop 
to the ground: Cannon, Demy-cannon, Saker, and 
Bafalisk. 

Iu)d, Giue fire, Lieutenant 

Bots. So, fo : Mud I venture firft vpon the 
breach % to you all, Gallants : Bots fets vpon you all. 

Omtus, Its hard {Bots) if we pepper not you, as 
well as you pepper vs. 

Enter Candido. 

Lod, My noble Linnen Draper ! Some wine : 
Welcome old Lad. 

Mat, Vare welcome, Signiar, 

Cand, Thefe Lawnes, fir % 

Mat, Prefently, my man is gone for them : we ha 
rigged a Fleet, you fee here, to faile about the world 

Cand. A dangerous Voyage, failing in fuch Ships. 

Bots. There's no calling ouer boord yet. 

Lod, Becaufe you are an old Lady, I will haue 
you be acquainted with this graue Cittizen, pray be- 
llow your lips vpon him, and bid him welcome. 

Horf, Any Cittizen (hall be mod welcome to me : 
I haue vfed to buy ware at your (hop. 

Cand, It may be fo, good Madam. 

HorJ, Your Prentices know my dealings well ; I 
trad your good wife be in good cafe : if it pleafe you, 
beare her a token from my lips, by word of mouth. 

Cand. I pray no more forfooth, 'tis very well, 

indeed I loue no fweet meats : . Sh'as a breath 

Rinkes worfe then fifty Polecats. Sir, a word, is (he a 
Ladyl 

Lod, A woman of a good houfe, and an ancient, 
Ihee's a Bawde. 

Cand, A Bawde 1 Sir, He lleale hence, and fee 
your Lawnes fome other time. 

Mat, Steale out of fuch company ? Pacheco % my 

3 M 
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man is but gone for em : Lieutenant Bots^ drinke to 
this worthy old fellow, and teach him to flie hie. 

Omnes. Swagger : and make him doo't on his 
knees. 

Cand. How, Botsi now bleffe me, what doe I with 
Bots ? no wine in footh, no wine, good Mailer Bats, 

Bots, Gray-beard, Goats pizzle : 'tis a health, haue 
this in your guts, or this, there : I will fmg a bawdy 
fong, fir, becaufe your vergis face is melanchoUy, to 
make liquor goe downe glib : will you fall on your 
maribones, and pledge this health, 'tis to my Miflns, a 
whore % 

Cand, Here's Ratsbane vpon Ratsbane: Mailer 
Bots^ I pray, fir, pardon me : you are a Soldier, preffe 
me not to this feruice, I am old, and (hoot not in 
fuch pot-gunnes. 

Bots, Cap, He teach you. 

Cand. To drinke healths, is to drinke fickneife : 
Gentlemen, pray refcue me. 

Bots, Zounds, who dare ? 

Omnes, We (hall ha dabbing then I 

Cand, I ha reckonings to cafl vp, good Mailer 
Bots, 

Bots, This will make you cad em vp better, 

Lod, Why does your hand (hake fo 1 
*Cand, The palfie, Signiors, danceth in my blood. 

Bots, Pipe with a pox, fir, then, or He make your 
blood dance 

Cand, Hold, hold, good Mailer Bots^ I drinke. 

Omnes, To whom ? 

Cand. To the old Countefle there. 

Jfor/. To me, old Boyi this is he that neuer 
drunke wine : once agen too't. 

Cand. With much adoe the poifon is got downe, 
Tho I can fcarce get vp ; neuer before 
Dranke I a whores health, nor will neuer more. 

JS/iter Orlando wM Lawncs, 
Mat Had bin at Gallowes ? 



Ofi. Ycfly fif) for I make account to fuffer to day. 

M^L Lookci Signhr : here's the Commodity. 

Cand, Your price ? 

Mai. Thus. 

Cand, No : too deare : thus. 

Mai, No : O fie, you mufl flie higher : yet take 
em home, trifles (hall not make vs quarrell, we'll agree, 
you (hall haue them, and a penniworth^ He fetch 
money at your (hop. 

Cand. Be it fo, good Signior^ fend me going. 

Mat, Going ? a deepe bowle of wine for Sifftior 
Candido, 

OrL He wud be going* 

Cand, He rather flay, then goe fo: flop your 
fiowle. 

Enter Cof\flabU and Bilnun. 

Lod, How now ? 

Bats, Is't Shroue-tuefday, that thefe Ghofls walke. 

Mat, What's your bufineffe. Sir ? 

Canfi, From the Duke: you are the man wee 
looke for, Signior, I haue Warrant here from the 
Duke, to apprehend you vpon fellony for robbing two 
Pedlers : I charge you i'th Dukes name goe quickly. 

Mat, Is the winde tum'd 9 well : this is that <^d 
Wolfe, my Father-in-law : feeke out your Miflns, 
Sirra. 

OrL Yes, Sir: as (hafts by piecing are made 
(Irong, 
So (hall thy life be flraightned by this wrong. Exit, 

Omnes, In troth we are forry. 

Mat, Braue men mufl bee crod, it's but Fortunes 
Dice rouing againfl me : Come, fir, pray vfe me like a 
Gentleman, let me not be carried through the (Ireets 
like a Pageant 

Confl. If thefe Gentlemen pleaie, you (hall goe 
along with them. 

Omnes. Bee't fo : come. 

Confl, What are you, fu* I 

2 M 2 



164 The Honeft Whore. 

Bots, ly fir? fometimes a figure, fometimes a 
cipher, as the State has occafion to cad vp her ac- 
counts : I'm a Soldier. 

ConJL Your name is BotSy is't not % 
Bots. Bots is my name, Bots is knowne to this 
Company. 

Confl, I know you are, Sir : what's (he % 
Bots, A Gentlewoman, my Mother. 
Conjl. Take em both along. 
Bots, Me? Sirrr. 
Billmen, And Sirrr. 
ConJl, If he fwagger, raife the (Ireet 
Bots. Gendemen, Gentlemen, whither will you 
drag vsf 

Lod, To the Garden houfe. BotSy are we euen 
with you 1 

Conjl, To Bridewell with enL 
Bots, You will anfwer this. Exeunt, 

Conjl, Better then a challenge, I haue warrant for 
my worke, fu*. 

Lod, Wee'll goe before. Exatnt. 

Conji, Pray doe. 
Who, Signior Candida ? a Cittizen of your degree con- 

forted thus, and reuelling in fuch a houfe % 
• Cand, Why, fur ? what houfe I pray t 
Conjl, Lewd, and defamed. 
Cand. Is't fo 1 thankes, fir : I'm gone. 
Confl, What haue you there % 
Cand, Lawnes which I bought, fu*, of the Gentle- 
man that keepes the houfe. 

Confl. And I haue warrant here, to fearch for 
fuch flolne Ware : thefe Lawnes are (lolne. 
Cand. Indeed ! 

Confl. So he's the Thiefe, you the Receiuer : Fm 
forry for this chance, 1 mufl commit you. 
Cand, Me, fir, for what ? 

Confl, Thefe Goods are found vpon you, and you 
muil anfwer't 

Cand, Mud I fo \ 
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Omji, Mod certaine. 

Cand. He fend for Bayle. 

Conji, I dare not : yet becaufe you are a Cittizen 
of worth, you (hall not be made a pointing (locke, but 
without Guard paffe onely with my felfe. 
. Cand. To Bridewell too ? 

Conji, No remedy. 

Cand. Yes, patience : being not mad, they had 
mee once to Bedlam, 
Now I'm drawne to Bridewell, louing no Whores. 

Conji, You will buy Lawne 1 Exeunt. 

Enter at one doore Hipollito ; at another^ Ixxlouico, 
Aflolfo, Carolo, Berddo, Fontinell. 

Lod Yonder's the Lord Hipollito^ by any meanes 
leaue him and me together : Now will I turne him to 
a Madman. 

Omnes, Saue you, my Lord. Exeunt. 

Lod. I ha flnmge newes to tell you. 

Hip. What are they I 

Lod. Your Mare's i'th pound. 

Hip. How's this % 

Lod. Your Nightingale is in a Limebufh. 

Hip. Ha I 

Lod. Your Puritanicall Honeft Whore fits in a blue 
gowne. 

Hip. Blue Gtewne ! 

Lod. She'll chalke out your way to her now : (he 
beats chalke. 

Hip. Where, who dares ? 

Lod. Doe you know the Bricke-houfe of Caftiga- 
tion, by the Riuer fide that runnes by MiHan : die 
Schoole where they pronounce no letter well but O % 

Hip. I know it not 

Lod. Any man that has borne Office of Condable, 
or any woman that has falne from a Hor(e-load to a 
Cart-load, or like an old Hen that has had none but 
rotten egges in her nefl, can dire6l you to her : there 
you (hall fee your Puncke amongd her back-fiiends, 
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there you may haue her at yoor inll, for there fhe 
beates Chalke, or grindes in the Mill, with a whip 
deedle, deedle, deedle, deeJle ; ah little monkey. 

Hip. What Rogne durft feme that Warrant, know- 
ing I loued her 1 

Lod. Some Worlhipfiill RafcaD, I lay my life. 

Hip, He beat the Lodgings downe about Aeir 
eares 
That are her Keepers. 

Lod, So you may bring an old houie oner her head. 

H^, He to her 

He to heri flood armed Fiends to guard the docxes. 

Exit. 

Lod. Oh me ! what Monfters are men made by 
whores t 
If ^s faHe fire doe kindle him, there's one Faggot 
More to the bonfire, now to my Bridewell Birds, 
What Song will they fing I 



Enter Duke, Carolo, Aflolfo, Beraldo, Fontinell, three 
orfoure Majfers of Bridewell-. In^lice. 

Duke. Your BrideweU % that the name I for beauty, 

(Irength, 
Capacity and forme of ancient building, 
(Befides the Riuers neighbourhood) few houfes 
Wherein we keepe our Court can better it 

I. Majkr. Hither from forraigne Courta haue 

Princes come, 
And with our Duke did Adts of State Commence^ 
Here that great Cardinal! had firil audience, 
^The graue Campayne,) that Duke dead, his Somie 
(That famous Prince) gaue free poflefllon 
Of this his Palace, to the Cittizens, 
To be the poore mans ware-houfe : and endowed it 
With Lands to*th valew of feuen hundred marke. 
With all the bedding and the furniture, 
Once proper (as the Lands then were) to an Hofpitall 
Betonging to a Duke of Sauoy. Thus 
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Fortune can toffe the World, a Princes Court 
Is thus a prifon now. 

Duke, Tis Fortunes fport : 
Thefe changes common are : the Wheele of Fate 
Tumes Kingdomes vp, till they fall defolate. 
But how are thefe feuen hundred Markes by*th yeere 
Imployde in this your Worke-houfe % 

I. Majler, Warre and Peace 
Feed both vpon thofe Lands : when the Iron doores 
Of warre burfl open, from this Houfe are fent 
Men fumifht in all Martiall Complement. 
The Moone hath thorow her Bow fcarce drawn to*th 

head, 
(Like to twelue filucr Arrowes) all the Moneths, 
Since 1600. Soldiers went aboord : 
Here Prouidence and Charity play fuch parts, 
The Houfe is like a very Schoole of Arts, 
For when our Soldiers (like Ships driuen from Sea, 
With ribs all broken, and with tatterd fides,) 
Call anchor here agen, their ragged backes 
How often doe we couer 1 that (like men) 
They may be fent to their owne Homes agen. 
All here are but one fwarme of Bees, and flriue 
To bring with wearied thighs honey to the Hiue. 
The (lurdy Begger, and the lazy Lowne, 
Gets here hard hands, or lac*d Corredlion. 
The Vagabond growes flayed, and leames t'obcy, 
The Drone is beaten well, and fent away. 
As other prifons are, (fome for the Thiefe, 
Some, by which vndone Credit gets reliefe 
From bridled Debtors ; others for the poore) 
So this is for the Bawd, the Rogue, the Whore. 
Car, An excellent Teeme of Horfe. 
I. Majler, Nor is it feene, 
That the whip drawes blood here, to coole the Spleene 
Of any rugged Bencher : nor does offence 
Feele fmart on fpitefuU, or rafh euidence : 
But pregnant teftimony forth mufl fland, 
Ere luflice leaue them in the Beadles hand, 
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As Iron, on the Anuill are they laid. 
Not to take blowes alone, but to be made 
And fafhioned to fome Charitable vfe. 
Duke, Thus wholfom*fl Lawes fpring from the 
word abufe. 

Enter Orlando before Bellafront 

Bel, Let mercy touch your heart-firings (gracious 
Lord) 
That it may found like mufike in the eare 
Of a man defperate, (being i'th hands of Law.) 

Duke. His name 1 

Bel. Matheo. 

Duke. For a robbery 1 where is he ? 

Bd, In this Houfe. 

Exit BeL 6- one of the Maflers of Bridewell 

Duke, Fetch you him hither 

Is this the Party ? 

Orl. This is the Hen, my Lord, that the Cocke 
(with the Lordly combe) your Sonne-in-law would 
crow ouer, and tread. 

Duke, Are your two Seruants ready % 

Orl, My two Pedlers are pack'd together, my good 
Lord. 
Vice (like a wound launc'd) mends by punifhment. 

Infa. Let me be gone, my Lord, or (land vnfeene ; 
'Tis rare when a fudge flrikes, and that none dye, 
And 'tis vnfit then, women (hould be by. 

I. Mafler. Wee'U place you. Lady, in fome priuat 
roome. 

Infce, Pray doe fo. Exit, 

Orl, Thus nice Dames fweare, it is vnfit their eyes 
Sould view men caru'd vp for Anatomies, 
Yet they'll fee all, fo they may fland vnfeene. 
Many women fure will fmne behind a Skreene. 

Enter Lodouico. 
Lod, Your Sonne (the Lord Hipollito) is entred. 
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Duke, Tell him we wiih his prefence. A word 
Sfoffa\ 
On what wings flew he hither 1 

Lod, Thefe, I told him — his Larke whom he loued, 
was a Bridewell Bird, he's mad that this Cage (hould 
hold her, and is come to let her out. 
Duke. 'Tis excellent : away, goe call him hither. 

Exit, Lod. 

Enter one of the Gouemours of the Houfe, Bellafront 

• after him with Matheo, after him the Conflable, 

Enter at another doore, Lodouico and 

Hipollito : Oi\2XiAo jleps forth and 

brings in two Pedlers. 

Duke. You are to vs a (Iranger (worthy Lord) 
*Tis (Irange to fee you here. 

Hip, It is moa fit, 
That where the Sunne goes, Attomyes follow it. 

Duke, Attomyes neither (hape, nor honour beare : 
Be you your felfe, a Sunne-beame to (hine cleare. 
Is diis the Gentleman ? Stand forth & heare 
Your accufation. 

Mat. He heare none : I flie hie in that : rather 
then Kites (hall feize vpon me, and picke out mine 
eyes to my face, He (Irike my tallons thorow mine 
owne heart firll, and fpit my blood in theirs : I am 
here for (hriuing thofe two fooles of their fmfull 
packe : when thofe lack-dawes haue cawde ouer me, 
then mud I cry guilty, or not guilty ; the Lawe has 
worke enough already, and therefore lie put no worke 
of mine into his hands, the Hangman (hall ha't firft, 
I did pluck thofe Ganders, did rob them. 

Duke, 'Tis well done to confe(re. 

Mat, Confe(re and be hanged, and then I flie hie, 
is't not fo 1 that for that a gallowes is the word rub that 
a good Bowler can meet with : I Rumbled againd fuch 
a pod, elfe this night I had plaid the part of a true 
Sonne in thefe dales, vndone my Father-in-law, with 
him wud I ha run at leape-frogge, and come ouer 
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\dm gold, tho I had broke his necke for't : but the 
poore Salmon Trout is now in the Net 

Hip, And now the Law mud teach you to 
fliehie. 

Mat. Right, my Lord, and then may yon flie low; 
no more words, a Moufe, Mum, you are ilop'd. 

BiL Be good to my poore husband, deare my 
Lords. 

Mat. AiTe, why fhouldfl thou pray them to be good 
to me, when no man here is good to one another f . 

Duke, Did any hand worke in this theft but yours I 

Mat, O, yes, my Lord, yes : — the Hangman has 
neuer one Sonne at a birth, his Children alwaies come 
by couples; Tho I cannot giue the old dog, my 
Father, a bone to gnaw, the daughter (hall bee fure 
of a Choke-peare. — ^Yes, my Lord, there was one 
more that fiddled my fine Pedlers, aiid that was my 
wife. 

Bel, Alas, I T 

Ori, O euerlafling, fiipematurall fuperlatiue Vil- 
laine ! 

Omnes, Your wife, Maiheo f 

Hip, Sure it cannot be. 

Mat, Oh, Sir, you loue no quarters of Mutton 
that hang vp, you loue none but whole Mutton ; (he 
fet the robbery, I perform'd it ; (he fpur'd me on, I 
gallop'd away. 

Orl, My Lords. 

Bel, My Lords, (fellow giue me fpeach) if my 
life 
May ranfome thine, I yeeld it to the Law, 
Thou hurt'fl thy foule (yet wiped off no offence) 
By calling blots vpon my Innocence : 
Let not thefe fpare me, but tell truth : no, fee 
Who (lips his necke out of the mifery, 
Tho not out of the mifchiefe : let thy Seruant 
That (hared in this bafe A<51, accufe me here. 
Why (hould my Husband perifh, he goe cleare t 

Orl, A god Child, hang thine owne Father. 
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Duke, Old fellow, was thy hand in too t 

OrL My hand was in the Pye, my Lord, I confeffe 
it : my Miflris I fee, will bring me to the Gallowes, 
and fo leaue me ; but lie not leaue her fo : I had 
rather hang in a womans company, then in a mans ; 
becanfe if we (houki go to hell together, I (hould 
fcarce be letten in, for all the Demls are afraid 
to haue any women come amongft them, as I am tme 
Thiefe, Hie neither confented to this fellony, nor knew 
of it 

JDuki. What fiiry prompts thee on to kill thy 
wife! 

Mai, It is my humor, Sir, 'tis a fooliih Bag-pipe 
that I make my felfe merry with : why ihould I eate 
hempe-feed at the Hangmans thirteene-pence halfe- 
penny Ordinary, and haue this whore laugh at me as 
I fwing, as I totter I 

Duke. Is (he a Whore 7 

Mat. A fixe-penny Mutton Pally, for any to 
cut vp. 

OrL Ah, Toad, Toad, Toad. 

Mat, A Barbers Citteme for euery Seruingman to 
play vpon, that Lord, your Sonne, knowes it 

JIrp, I, fir, am I her Bawd then ? 

Mat. No, fir, but fhe's your Whore then. 

Orl, Yea Spider, doeft catch at great Flies 7 

Hip. My Whore % 

Mat. I cannot talke, fir, and tell of your Rems, 
and your rees, and your whirligigs, and deuices : but, 
my Lord, I found em Kke Sparrowes in one nefl, bill- 
ing together, and bulling of me, I tooke em in bed, 
was ready to kill him was vp to llab her 

Hip. Cloze thy ranke lawes: pardon me, I am 
vexed. 
Thou art a Villaine, a malicious Deuill, 
Deepe as the place where thou art loft, thou lycfl, 
Since I am thus far got into this ftorme. 
He thorow, and thou (halt fee He thorow vntoucht, 
When thou fhalt perifh in it 
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Enter In^elice. 

Infa, *Tis my cue 
To enter now : roome, let my Prize be plaid, 
I ha lurk'd in Cloudes, yet heard what all haue laid, 
What luiy more can proue, fhe has wronged my bed. 
Then her owne husband, (he mud be punifhed ; 
I challenge Law, my Lord, Letters, and Gold, 
And lewels 
From my Lord that woman tooke. 

Hip, Againil that blacke-mouthed Deuill, againil 
Letters, and Gold, 
And againfl a iealous Wife I doe vphold, 
Thus farre her reputation, I could fooner 
Shake the Appenine, and crumble Rockes to dufl, 
Then (tho laues fhowre rayned downe) tempt her to 
lull. 

Bel, What (haU Hay? 

Hee difcouers himfelfe, 

OrL Say thou art not a Whore, and that's more 
then fifteene women (amongfl fiue hundred) dare 
fweare without lying : this (halt thou fay, no let mee 
fa/t for thee ; thy Husband's a Knaue, this Lord's an 
honed Man ; thou art no Puncke, this Lady's a right 
Lady. Pacheco is a Thiefe as his Mader is, but old 
Orlando is as true a man as thy Father is : I ha feene 
you flie hie, fir, & I ha feene you flie low, fir, and to 
keepe you from the Gallowes, fir, a blue Coat haue I 
wome, and a Thiefe did I turne, mine owne men are 
the Pedlers, my twenty pound did flie hie, fir, your 
wiues Gowne did flie low, fir : whither flie you now, 
fir % you ha fcap'd the Gallowes, to the Deuill you flie 
next, fir. Am I right, my Liege ? 

Duke, Your Father has the true Phificion plaid 

Mat. And I am now his Patient. 

Hip. And be fo dill, 
*Tis a good figne when our cheekes blulh at ill. 
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Confi. The Linnen Draper (Signior Candida) 
He whom the Citty tearmes the Patient man, 
Is like wife here for buying of thofe Lawnes 
The Pedlers loft. 

Jnfce. Alas good Candido. Exit Canjiable. 

Duke. Fetch him : and when thefe payments vp 
are caft, 
Weigh out your light Gold, but let's haue them lad. 

Enter Candido, and Conjlahle, 

Duke. In Bridewell, Candido ? 

Cand. Yes, my good Lord. 

Duke, What make you here 1 

Cand, My Lord, what make you here f 

Duke. I'm here to faue right, and to driue wrong 
hence. 

Cand. And I to beare wrong here with patience. 

Duke. You ha bought ftolne Goods. 

Cand. So they doe fay, my Lord, 
Yet bought I them vpon a Gentlemans word. 
And I imagine now, as I thought then. 
That there be Theeues, but no Theeues Gentlemen. 

Hip. Your Credit's crack'd being here. 

Cand. No more then Gold 
Being crack* d which does his eftimation hold. 
I was in Bedlam once, but was I mad ? 
They made me pledge Whores healths, but am I bad, 
Becaufe I'm with bad people ? 

Duke. Well, ftand by. 
If you take wrong, wee'D cure the iniury. 

Enter Conflable^ after them Bots, after him two Beadles^ 
one ufith Hempe^ the other with a Beetle. 

Duke. Stay, (lay, what's he ? a prifoner % 
Confl. Yes, my Lord. 
Hip. He feemes a Soldier 1 
Bots. I am what I feeme. Sir, one of Fortunes 
Baflards, a Soldier, and a Gentleman, and am brought 
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in here with Mafler Conftables band of Bihnen, be- 
caufe they &ce mee downe that I liue (like thofe that 
keepe Bowling-alleyes) by the fumes of the people, in 
being a Squire of the body. 

Hip. Oh, an Apple-fquire. 

Bots. Yes, fir, Uiat degree of fcuruy Squiers, and 
that I am maintained by the bed part that is com- 
monly in a woman, by the word players of thofe parts, 
but I am knowne to all this company. 

Lod, My Lord, 'tis true, we all know him, *tis 
Lieutenant Bots. 

Duke. BotSj and where ha you ferued, Bats t 

Bofs. In mod of your hotted Seruices in the Low- 
countries : at the Groyne I was wounded in this thigh, 
and halted vpon*t, but 'tis now found. In Cleueland 
I mid but little, hauing the bridge of my nofe broken 
downe with two great dones, as I was fcaling a Fort : 
I ha beene tiyed, Sir, too, in Gdderland^ and fcap'd 
hardly there from being blown vp at a Breach : I was 
fired, and lay i'th Surgeons hands for't, till the fall of 
the leafe following. 

Hip, All this may be, and yet you no Soldier. 

Bots. No Soldier, fir 1 I hope thefe are Seruices 
that your prouded Commanders doe venture vpon, 
and neuer come off fometimes. 
-^^'^Duke, Well, fir, becaufe you fay you are a Soldier, 
He vfe you like a Gentieman : make roome there, 
Plant him amongd you, we (hall haue anon 
Strange Hawkes flie here before vs : if none light 
On you, you fhall with freedome take your flight : 
But if you proue a Bird of baler wing, 
Wee'll vfe you like fuch Birds, here you fhall fing. 

Bots, I wifh to be tried at no other weapon. 

Duke. Why, is he fumifht with thofe implyments f 

I. Mafler. The Pander is more dangerous to a 
State, 
Then is the common Thiefe, and tho our lawes 
Lie heauier on the Thiefe, yet that the Pander 
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May know the Hangmans ruffe (hould & him too. 
Therefore he*s fet to beat Hempe. 

Duke, This does fauour 
Of luflice, bafeft Slaues to bafell labour. 
Now pray, fet open Hell, and let vs fee 
The Shee-Deuils that are here. 

Jnfa, Me thinkes this place 
Should make euen Lais honed. 

I. MafUr, Some it tumes good, 
But (as fome men whofe hands are once in blood, 
Doc in a pride fpill more) fo, fome going hence. 
Are (by being here) loft in more impudence : 
Let it not to them (when they come) appeare, 
That any one does as their ludge fit here : 
But that as Gentlemen you come to fee, 
And then perhaps their tongues will walke more free. 

Duke. Let them be madhall'd in : be couerd all, 
Fellowes^ now to make the Sceane more Comicall. 

Car, Will not you be fmelt out, Bois, 

Bots, No, your braueft whores haue the worft 
nofes. 

Enter two of the Af afters : a Contlable after them^ then 

Dorathea Target, l^aue^ after her two Beadles^ 

tHone with a wheele, the other with 

a blue Gowne. 

Lod. Are not you a Bride, forfooth 1 

Dor, Say yee f 

Car, He wud know if thefe be not your Bridemen. 

Dor, Vuh, yes, fu* : and looke yee, doe you fee 
the Bride-laces that I giue at my wedding, will feme 
to tye Rofemary to both your Coffins when you come 
from hanging — Scab I 

Orl. Fie, Puncke, fie, fie, fie. 

Dor, Out you ftale ftinking head of Garlicke, foh, 
at my heeles. 

OrL My head's clouen. 



176 The Hanejl Whore. 

Hip. O, let the Gentlewoman alone, (he's going to 
(hrift 

AJi, Nay to doe penance. 

Car. I, I, goe Puncke, goe to the Croffe and be 
whipt 

Dor, Mary mew, mary muife, mary hang you good- 
man Dog : whipt ? doe yee take me for a bafe Spittle 
whore I in troth Gentlemen, you weare the cloathes of 
Gentlemen, but you carry not the mindes of Gende- 
men, to abufe a Gentlewoman of my fafhion. 

Lod, Falhion? pox a your iafhions, art not a 
whore % 

Dor. Goodman Slaue. 

Duke. O fie, abufe her not, let vs two talke, 
What mought I call your name, pray % 

Dor, I'm not afliamed of my name. Sir, my name 
is Miftris Doll Target^ a Wefteme Gentiewoman. 

Lod, Her Target againft any Pike in Millan. 

Duke. Why is this wheele borne after her I 

I. Majler, She muft fpinne. 

Dor. A coorfe thred it (hall be, as all threds are. 

AJl If you fpin, then you'll eame money here 
too? 

> Dor. I had rather get halfe a Crowne abroad, 
then ten Crownes here. 

Orl. Abroad 1 I thinke fo. 

Infa. Doed thou not weepe now thou art here 1 

Dor. Say yee I weepe % yes forfooth, as you did 
when you loft your Maidenhead : doe you not heare 
how I weep % Sings. 

Lod. Farewell Doll. 

Dor. Farewell Dog. Eodt 

Duke. Paft (hame : paft penitence, why is that 
blue Gowne ? 

I. Majler. Being ftript out of her wanton loofe 
attire, 
That Garment (he puts on, bafe to the eye, 
Onely to cloath her in humility. 
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Duke. Are all the reft like this % 

I. Majler. No, my good Lord. 
You fee, this Drab fwells with a wanton reyne, 
The next that enters has a different flraine. 

Duke. Variety is good, let's fee the reft. 

Exit Mafler. 

Bois. Your Grace fees I'm found yet, & no Bullets 
hit me. 

Duke. Come off fo, and 'tis well. 

Otnnes. Here's the fecond Meffe. 

Enter the two Mq/lerSy after them the ConftcLbU^ after 
him Penelope Whore-hound, like a Cittizens wife^ 
after her two Beadles^ one with a blue Gowne^ 
another with Chalke and a Mallet. 

Pen. I ha wome many a coftly Gowne, but I was 
neuer thus guarded with blue Coats, and Beadles, and 
Conftables, and 

Car. Alas faire Miftris, fpoyle not thus your eyes. 

Pen. Oh fweet fir, I feare the fpoyling of othei 
places about me that are dearer then my eyes ; if you 
be Gentlemen, if you be men, or euer came of a 
woman, pitty my cafe, ftand to me, fticke to me, good 
iir, you are an old man. 

Orl. Hang not on me, I prethee, old Trees beare 
no fuch fruit 

Pen. Will you bayle me. Gentlemen % 

Led. Bayle thee, art in for debt ) 

Pen. No — is my ludge, fir, I am in for no debts, 
I payd my Taylor for this Gowne, the laft fiue ihil- 
lings a weeke that was behind, yefterday. 

Duke. What is your name, I pray ? 

Pen. Penelope IVhore-houndy I come of the Whore- 
hounds. How does Lieutenant Bots. 

Bots. A very honeft woman, as I'm a Soldier^ a 
pox Bots ye. 

Pen. I was neuer in this pickle before, and yet if 
I goe amongft Cittizens wiues, they ieere at me : if I 

N 
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goe among the Loofe-bodied Gownes^ they cry a pox 
on me, becaufe I goe ciuilly attyred, and fweare dieir 
trade was a good trade, till fuch as I am tooke it out 
of their hands : good Lieutenant Bots^ fpeake to thefe 
Captaines to bayle me. 

I. Ai(i/Ur. Begging for bayle flill % you are a trim 
goflip, goe giue her the blue Gowne, let her to her 
chare, worke Hufwife, for your bread, away. 

Pen. Out you Dog, a pox on you all, women are 
borne to curie thee, but I (hall Hue to fee twenty fuch 
flat-caps Ihaking Dice for a penny-worth of Pippins : 
out, you blue-eyed Rogue. Exit, 

Omms. Ha, ha, ha. 

Duke. Euen now Ihe wept, and praid, now does 
Ihe ourfef 

I. Mqfter. Seeing me : if Hill Ihe had (laid, this 
had beene worfe. 

Hip. Was Ihe euer here before t 

I. Majler. Fiue times at lead. 
And thus if men come to her, haue her eyes 
Wrung, and wept out her bayle. 

Omtus. BotSf you know her 1 

Bots. Is there any Gentleman here, that knowes 
not a Whore, and is he a haire the worfe for that t 

Duke. Is flie a Citty-dame, Ihe's fo attyred ? 

I. Majler. No, my good Lord, that's onely but 
the vaile 
To her loofe body, I haue feene her here 
In gayer Masking Suits, as feuerall Sawces 
Giue one Di(h feuerall Taftes, fo change of Habits 
In Whores is a bewitching Art : to day 
She's all in colours to befot Gallants, 
Then in modeft blacke, to catch the Cittizen, 
And this from their Examinations drawne. 
Now fliall you fee a Moniler both in Ihape 
And nature quite from thefe, that Iheds no teare. 
Nor yet is nice, 'tis a plaine ramping Beare, 
Many fuch Whales are call vpon this Shore. 

Omnes. Let's fee her. 
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1. Mailer, Then behold a fwaggering Whore. 

Exit. 
OrL Keep your grownd, Bots, 
Bots, I doe but trauerfe to fpy aduantage how to 
anne my felfe. 

Enter the two M afters firji^ after them the Conjlable ; 
after them a Beadle beating a Bafon, tlien Caty- 
ryna Bountinall, with Mijflris Horfleach, after 
them another Beadle with a blue head guarded 
with yellow. 

Cat, Sirra, when I cry hold your hands, hold, you 
"Ro^t- Catcher y hold : Bawd, are the French Chil- 
blaines in your heeles, that you can come no fafler % 
are not you (Bawd) a Whores Ancient, and mufl not 
I follow my Colours ? 

Jlorf. O Miflris Katherine, you doe me wrong to 
accufe mee here as you doe, before the right Worihip- 
fiill :rf am knowne for a motherly honed woman, and 
no BaWd^ 

Cat, Mary foh, honed ? burnt at fourteene, feuen 
times whipt, fixe times carted, nine times duck'd, 
fearch'd by fome hundred and fifty Condables, and 
yet you are honed ? Honed Midris Horfleachy is this 
World, a World to keepe Bawds and Whores honed % 
How many times had thou giuen Gentlemen . a quart 
of wine in a gallon pot? how many twelue-penny 
Fees, nay two (hillings Fees, nay, when any Embaffa- 
dours ha beene here, how many halfe crowne Fees 
had thou taken 1 how many Carriers had thou bribed 
for Country Wenches f how often haue I rind your 
lungs in Aqua uitcdy and yet you are honed % 

Duke, And what were you the whiled % 

Cat. Mary hang you, Mader Slaue, who made you 
an examiner f 

Lod, Well faid, belike this Deuill fpares no man. 

Cat, What art thou prethee % 

Bots. Nay what art thou prethee ? 

N 2 
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Cat. A Whore, art thou a Thiefe t 

Bots. A Thiefe, no, I defie the calling, I am a 
Soldier, haue borne Armes in the Field, beene in 
many a hot Skyrmifh, yet come off found. 

Cat. Sound with a pox to yee, yee abominable 
Rogue ! you a Soldier ? you in SkinnKhes f where f 
amongil pottle pots in a Bawdy-houfe % Looke^ looke 
here, you Madam Wormeaten, doe you not know 
himf 

Harf, Lieutenant Bots^ where haue yee beene this 
many a day ? 

Bots. Old Bawd, doe not difcredit me, feeme not 
to know me. 

Horf. Not to know yee, Mailer Bots% as long as 
I haue breath, I cannot forget thy fweet &ce. 

Duke. Why, doe you know himf he faies he is a 
Soldier. 

Cat. He a Soldier ? a Pander, a Dog that will licke 
vp fixe pence : doe yee heare, you Mafter Swines fnout, 
how long is*t fmce you held the doore for me, and 
cried too't agen, no body comes, yee Rogue you ? 

Omncs. Ha, ha, ha, y'are fmelt out agen, Bots. 

Bots. Pox ruyne her nofe for't, and I be not re- 
uenged for this — vm yee Bitch. 

Lod. Dee yee heare yee, Madam ? why does your 
Ladifhip fwagger thus % y'are very braue, me thinkes. 

Cat. Not at your coil, Mailer Cods-head, 
Is any man here bleare-eyed to fee me braue ? 

A/i. Yes, I am, 
Becaufe good Cloathes vpon a Whores backe 
Is like faire painting vpon a rotten wall 

Cat Mary muffe Mailer Whoremailer, you come 
vpon me with fentences. 

Ber. By this light has imall fence for't 

Lod. O iie, iie, doe not vex her. 
And yet me thinkes a creature of more fcuruy condi- 
tions 
Should not know what a good Petticoate were. 

Cat. Mary come out. 
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Vare fo bufie about my Petticoate, you'll creepe vp 
to my placket, and yee cood but attaine the honour, 
but and the outfides offend your Roguefhips, looke 
o'the lining, 'tis Silke. 

Duke. Is't Silke'tis lined with then t 

Cat. Silke f I Silke, Mafter Slaue, you wud bee 
glad to wipe your nofe with the skirt on't : this 'tis to 
come among a company of Cods-heads that know not 
how to vfe a Gentlewoman. 

Duke. Tell her the Duke is here. 

I. Mq/kr. Be moded, Kaie, the Duke is here. 

Cat. If the Deuill were here, I care not : fet for- 
ward, yee Rogues, and giue attendance to your places^ 
let Bawds and Whores be fad, for lie fing and the 
Deuill were a dying. Exeunt. 

Duke. Why before her does the Bafon ring % 

I. Mafter. It is an emblem of their reuelling. 
The whips we vfe lets forth their wanton blood, 
Making them calme, and more to calme their pride, 
In (lead of Coaches they in Carts doe ride. 
Wll your Grace fee more of this bad Ware t 

Duke. No fhut vp fhop, wee'll now breake vp the 
faire. 
Yet ere we part — you, fir, that take vpon yee 
The n^jne o£ Soldier,^, that tru« naxQe of soxth, 
Which, aiSlion not vaine boafling befl fets forth, 
To let you know how farre a Soldier's name 
Stands from your title, and to let you fee. 
Soldiers mud not be wrong'd where Princes be : 
This bee your fentence. 

Omnes. Defend your felfe, Bots. 

Duke. Firfl, all the priuat fufferance that the 
houfe 
Inflidls vpon Offenders, you (as the bafefl) 
Shall vndergoe it double, after which 
Tou (hall bee whipt, fir, round about the Citty^ 
Then banifht from the Land. 

Bots. Befeech your Grace. 

Duke. Away widi him, fee it done, Panden and 
Whores 



i82 The Honejl Whore. 

Are Citty-plagues, which being kept aliue, 
Nothing that lookes like goodnes ere can thriue. 
Now good Orlando^ what fay you to your bad Sonne- 
in-law % 

OrL Mary this, my Lord, he is my Sonne-in-law, 
and in law will I be his Father ; for if law can pepper 
him, he (hall be fo parboild, that he (hall flinke no 
more i'th nofe of the Common-wealth. 

Bel. Be yet more kinde and merdfull, good 
Father. 

OrL Doell thou beg for him, thou precious mans 
meat, thou ? has he not beaten Uiee, kickt thee, trod 
on thee, and doed thou fawne on him like his Span- 
niell f has hee not pawnd thee to thy Petticoate, fold 
thee to thy fmock, made yee leape at a crufl, yet 
woodft haue me faue him f 

Bd, Oh yes, good fir, women (hall leame of me, 
To loue their husbands in greateft mifery. 
Then fliew him pitty, or you wracke my felfe. 

Bal, Haue yee eaten Pigeons that y*are fo kinde- 
hearted to your Mate % Nay, y'are a couple of wilde 
Beares, He haue yee both baited at one (lake : but as 
for this Knaue, the Gallowes is thy due, and the Gal- 
lowes thou (halt haue, He haue iudice of the Duke, 
the Law (hall haue thy life, what, doeft thou hold him ? 
let goe his hand : if thou doed not forfake him, a 
Fathers euerlading blelfing fall vpon both your heads : 
away, goe, ki(re out of my fight, play thou the Whore 
no more, nor thou the Thiefe agen, my houfe (hall be 
thine, my meate (hall be thine, and fo (hall my wine, 
but my money (hall bee mine, and yet when I die, 
(fo thou doed not flie hie) take all. 
Yet good MathcOy mend. 
Thus for joy weepes Orlando ^ and doth end. 

Duke. Then heare, Mathco : all your woes are 
dayed 
By your good Father-in-law : all your Ills 
Are cleare purged from you by his working pills. 
Come Si^ior Candido, thefe greene yong wits 
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(We fee by Circumllance) this plot hath laid, 

Still to prouoke thy patience, which they finde 

A wall of Brafle, no Annour's like the minde ; 

Thou haft taught the Citty patience, now our Court 

Shall be thy Spheare, where from thy good report, 

Rumours this truth vnto the world (hal fing, 

A Patient man's a Patteme for a King. Exeunt 
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per/once. 



r Councellors to Tttania. 



Tttania the Fairie Queene : vnder whom is figured 

our late Queene Elizabeth, 
Fiddu \ 

FlorimeU, 
Parthenophil. 
Eljiron. f 

Castina, '\ 

Agathe, J 

Campeius a SchoUer. 
Paridd a Do6lor. 

Th' Emprelle of Babylon : vnder whom is figured 

Rome. 
Kings 3. 
Cardinals 4. 

^7mp^'o } ^^^ ^^' ^ Empreffe. 

Ropus a Dodor of Phyficke. 

An Albanois. 

Palmio, a lefuite. 

Milites, 

Ministri. 




Ledori. 



\He Qenerallfcope of this Drammaticall 
Poem^ is to fet forth (in Tropica// and 
ihadowed co//ours) the Grcatnes^ Mag- 

nanimity, Conftancy^ C/emency^ and 

other ate incomparab/e Heroica/ vertues of our /ate 
Queene And (on the contrary part) the inueterate 
ma/ice^ Treafons, Machinations^ Vnderminings^ 
& continual b/ody firatagems, of that Purple 
whore of Roome^ to the taking away of our 
Princes /iues, and vtter extirpation of t/teir King- 
domes, Wherein if according to the dignity of 
the Subie£l^ I liaue not giuen it Lufire, and (to 
ufe the Painters rhethorick) doe fo fai/e in my 
Depthes & Heightnings, that it is not to the /ife^ 
/et this excufe me ; tfiat the Pyramides vpon 
whofe top the g/orious Raigne of our deceafed 
Soueraigne was mounted^ flands yet fo high, and 
fofharp/y pointed into the c/ouds^ that the Art of 
no pen is ab/e to reach it. The fireame of her 
Vertues is fo immefurab/e^ that the fartlter they 
are waded into^ the farther is it to the bottom. 

In fay/ing vpon which two contrary Seas, you 
may obferue^ on liow dire£l a /ine I have fleered 
my courfe : for of fuclt afcant/ing are my words 
fet downe, that neitJier the one party fpeakes too 
much, nor the other (in oppofitioft) too /itt/e in their 
owne defaice. 
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Andwhereas Imay^ {byfopie more curious in cm- 
Cure, then found in iudgemenf) be Critically taxed, 
that I falfifie the account of time, andfet ftot down 
Occurrents, according to their true fucceffion, let 
fuck {that are fo nice of flomach) know, that I 
write as a Poet, not as an Hifiorian, and tliat 
tJufe two doe not Hue vndcr one law. How true 
Fortunes dyall hath gone wJiofe Players (like fo 
many clocks, haue flruck my lines, and told the 
world how I liaue fpent my hourcs) I am not cer- 
taine, becaufe mine eare flood not within reach of 
their L arums. But of this my knowledge cannot 
faile, tliat infuch Conforts, many of tlte Instru^ 
ments are for t/ie moflpart out of tunc. And no 
maruaile ; for let the Ptetfet the note of his Nom- 
bers, euen to ApoUoes owne Lyre, the Player will 
haue his owne Crochets, and fing falfe notes, in 
difpite of all the rules of Mujick, It fares with 
titefe two, as it does with good fluff e and a badde 
Tayler : // is not mard in tJie i^earing, but in tlte 
cutting out. The labours thcrforc of Writers are 
as vnhappie as tlte childreti of a bewtifull woman, 
being fpoyld by ill nurfcs, within a inonth after 
tliey come into the world. Wliat a number of 
throwes cbe we ettdure eare we be dcliucred? and 
yet eucfi then {t/to tliat luauenly iffue of our braine 
be neuer fo faire and fo well lymd,) is it made 
lame by tlie bad handling of tliem to whomc it is 
put to leame to goe: if this of mine bee made a 
cripple byfuch mcancs,yet difpife him not for tliat 
deformity which fluck not vpon him at his birth ; 
but fell vpon him by mis-fortune, and in rccom- 
peiue offuch favour, you fhall {if your Patience 
can fufferfo long) lieare now how himfclfe can 
fpeake. 
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PROLOGVE. 



THe Charmes of filence through this Sijuare be 
throwne, 
That an vn-vfde Attention (like a lewell) 
May hang at euery eare, for wee prefent 
Matter aboue the vulgar Argument : 
Yet drawne fo liuely, that the weakefl eye, 
(Through thofe thin vailes we hang betweene your 

fight, 
And this our peice) may reach the miflery : 
What in it is mod graue, will mod delight 
But as in Lantskipy Townes and Woods appeare 
Small a farre off, yet to the Optick fence, 
The minde fhewes them as great as thofe more neere ; 
So, winged Time that long agoe flew hence 
You mud fetch backe, with all thofe golden yeares 
He dole, and here imagine dill hee dands, 
Thruding his filuer locke into your hands. 
There hold it but two howres, It diall from Graues 
Raize vp the dead : vpon this narrow floore 
Swell vp an Ocean, (with an Armed Fleete,) 
And lay the Dragon at a Doue% fod feete. 
Thefe Wonders fit and fee, fending as guides 
Your Judgement, not your pafsions : pafsion Aides, 
When Judgement goes vpright : for tho the Mufe 
Thats thus infpir'de) a Nouell path does tread, 
Shee's free from foolidi boldnes, or bafe dreltad. 
Loe ; fcome (he fcomes and Enuies ranckling tooth. 
For this is all ihee does, ihe wakens Truth. 
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A Dumb fhew. 



HE drawes a Curtained difcouering Truth in fad 
abutments \ vncrawnd : her haire difhmdd^ 
6* JUeping on a Rock : Time (her father) attired Uke- 
wife in blacky and al his properties (as Sithe^ Howre- 
glaffe and Wings) of the fame CuUory vfing all meanes 
to waken Truths hut not being able to doe ity he fits by 
her and mourns. Then enter Friers y BifhopSy Cardinals 
before the Hearfe of a Queen, after it Councellorsy Fen- 
turners, &* Ladies, al thefe lafl hauingfcarfes before their 
eyesy the other finging in Latin, Ttueth fuddenly 
awakens, <5r» beholding this fight, fhews {with her father) 
arguments of Joy, and Exeunt, returning prefently : Time 
being fhifted into light Cullors, his properties likewife 
altred into filuer, and Truth Cronmed, {being cloathed 
in a robe f potted with Starres) nude the Hearfe^ and 
pulling the veiles from the Councellers eyes^ they woun- 
dring a while, andfeeming aflonifhed at her brightnes, 
at length embrace Truth and Time, &» depart with them : 
Uauing the refi going on. 

This being done, Enter Titania {the Farie Queene) 
attended with thofe Councellors, and other perfons 
fitting her efiate: Time and Truth meete her, pre- 
fenting a Booke to ktr, which {kiffing it)fhee receiues, 
and fhewing it to thofe about her^ they drawe out 
their fwordes, {embracing Truth,) vowing to defend 
her and that booke : Truth then and Time arefent in, 
and retume prefently, driuing before them thofe Cardi- 
nals, Friers, &»c, {thcU came in before) with Images, 
Croziar fiaues <5r»r. They gon, ceriaine graue learned 
men, that hcul beene baniOied, are brought in, and pre- 
fented to Titanic^ who fhewes to them the booke, which 
they receiue with great figties of gladneffe, and Elxeunt 
Omnes. 
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THE WHORE 

0/ Babylon. 




Empnffe ef Buiylm : her Campie fupporled by 4. 
Cardinals : 2. ptrjons in Pontifieail roahes on 
eithtr hand, the one bearing a /word, the other the 
kdes : before her 3. Kings crowned, behinde her 
Friers, &'c. 

^"'^' I^^SH^at we," in pompe, in peace, in 
BQgB god like rplendor, 
■B Bt^i'ti adoration of all dazeled 

Should breath thus long, and grow fo full of daies. 
Be fruitfull as the Vine, in fonoes and daughters, 
(All Emperors, Kings, and Queenes) that (like to 

Cedars 
Vprifing from the breafl of Lybanus, 
Or Oliues nurll vp by /eru/alem) 
Heightened our glories, whilft we held vp them : 
That this vaft Globe Terreariall fliould be cantled, 
And almoft three parts ours, and that the nations, 
Who fufpiration draw out of this aire, 

L i 
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With vniuerfall Aues^ (howtes, and cries, 

Should vs acknowledge to be head fupreame 

To this great body (for a world of yeares :) 

Yet now, when we had made our Crowne compleat, 

And clos'd it (Irongly with a triple arch, 

And had inrich'd it with thofe pretious jewels 

Few Princes euer fee (white haires) euen now 

Our greatneffe hangs in ballance, and the (lampe 

Of our true Soueraignty, dipt, and aba3*d. 

1. King, By whom dread Emprefle 1 
Emp. Aske thefe holy Fathers : 

Aske thofe our out-cafl fonnes : a throne vfurped 
Our chaire is counted, all our titles flolne. 

2. King, What blafphemy dare fpeake fo ? 
Emp, A.11 our roabes, 

Our veflments, (reuerend, yet pontificall :) 

This fword, thefe keyes, (that open kingdoms hearts 

To let in fweet obedience) All, but borrowed. 

3 . King, What foule aboue the earth . . . ; 
Emp, Our royall fignet, 

With which, we, (in a mothers holy loue) 

Haue fign'd fo many pardons, is now counterfeit : 

From our mouth flow riuers of blafphemy 

And lies ; our Babylonian Sinagogues 

Are counted Stewes, where Fornications 

And all vncleanneile Sodomiticall, 

(Whofe leprofy touch'd vs neuer) are now daily adled : 

Our Image, which (like Romane Ccefar^s) llamp*d 

In gold, through the whole earth did currant palTe ; 

Is now blanch'd copper, or but guilded braffe. 

3 . King. Can yonder roofe, thats naild fo fad with 
(larres, 
Couer a head fo impious, and not cracke 1 
That Sulphure boy ling o're celeftiall fires, 
May drop in whizing flakes (with skalding vengeance) 
On fuch a horrid finne ! 

1 . King, No mortall bofome 
Is fo vnfandlified. 

2. Kif^, Who i'ft bright Emprefle, 



The Whore of Babylon. 195 

That feeds fo vlcerous, and fo ranke a Spleene t 

Emp, A woman. 

Omn. Woman ! who % 

Emp. The Fairie Queene : 
Fiue Summers haue fcarce drawn their glimmering 

nights 
Through the Moons (iluer bowe, fmce the crownd 

heads 
Of that adored bead, on which we ride, 
Were (Irucke and wounded, but fo heal'd againe, 
The very fcarres were hid. But now, a mortall, 
An vnrecouerable blow is taken. 
And it mufl bleed to death. 

3. Kin^. Heauen cannot fuffer it. 

Empr. Heauen fuffers it, and fees it, and giues 
ayme, 
Whilft euen our Empires heart is cleft in funder : 
That (Irumpet, that inchantrelTe, (who, in robes 
White as is innocence, and with an eye 
Able to tempt fteame murther to her bed) 
Calles her felfe Truths has ftolne faire JVuths attire. 
Her crowne, her fweet fongs, counterfets her voyce, 
And by preftigious trickes in forcerie. 
Has raiz'd a bafe impoftor like Truths father : 
This fubtile Curtizan fets vp againe, 
Whom we but late banilht, to liue in caues, 
In rockes and defart mountaines. 

2. King. Feare her not, (hee's but a fliadow. 
Emp, O fis a cunning Spider, 

And in her nets fo wraps the Fairie Queene, 

That (hee fuckes euen her bread : Sh'as writ a booke, 

Which (hee calles holy Spels. 

3. King, Weele breake thofe fpels. 

Empr. The poles of heauen mud firft in funder 
breake, 
For from the Fairie (hores this Witch hath driuen 
All fuch as are like thefe (our Sooth-Saiers) 
And cal*d falfe Seers home, that of things pad, 
Sing wonders, and diuine of things to come : 

o S 
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Through^ whofe bewitching tongues ninne golden 

chaines, 
To which ten thouland eares fo fad are bound, 
As fpirits are by fpells ; that all the Tones 
Of harmony, that Babylon can found, 
Are charmes to Adders, and no more regarded. 
Than are by him that's deafe, the iicke mans groanes. 
Shee, they, TH/ania, and her Fairie Lords, 
Tea euen her vafiaile elues, in publick fcome 
Defame me, call me Whore of Babylon. 

Omn, O vnheard of prophanation 1 

Empr, Giue out I am common : that for luft, and 
hire 
I I proflitute this body : that to Kings 
I quaffe full bowles of (Irong enchanting wines. 
To make them dote on me. 

Omn. Lets heare no more. 

Emp. And that all Potentates that tread on earth. 
With our abhominations (hould be drunke, 
And be by vs vndone. 

Omn. Weele heare no more. 

3. Kif^. You haue thrufl Furies whips into our 
hands. 

1. Kin^. Say but the word, and weele tume home 
your wrongs, 

In tome and bloody collours. 

2. King, All her bowers, 

Shall like burnt offerings purge away (in fire) 
Her lands pollution. 

Omn. Let's to armes. 

Emp. Stay : heare me : 
Her kingdome weares a girdle wrought of waues, 
Set thicke with pretious flones, that are fo charm'd, 
No rockes are of more force : her Fairies hearts. 
Lie in inchanted towers (impregnable) 
No engine fcales them. Therefore goe you three. 
Draw all your faces fweetly, let your browes 
3e fleek'd, your cheekes in dimples, giue out fmiles, 
I Your voyces ftring with filuer, wooe (like louers) 
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Sweare you haue hils of pearle : (hew her the world, 
And (ay (hee (hall haue all, fo (hee will kneele 
And doe vs reuerence : but if (hee grow nice, 
Diflemble, flatter, (loope to licke the du(l 
Shee goes vpon, and (like to ferpents) creepe 
Vpon your bellies, in humilitie ; 
And beg (hee would but with vs ioyne a league, 
To wed her land to ours : our bleiung, goe. 

3. King, When mines are to be blowne vp, men 
dig low. 

AU three. And fo will wee. 

Emp, Profper : till this funne fet 
The beames that from vs (hoot, feeme tounterfet 

Eoceunt, 

Manent 4. Cardinals^ and certaine Priests. 

1. Card, Thisphydcke cures not me. 

2. Card, Nor me. 

3. Card, Nor vs. 

I. Card, It is not (Irong of poyfon, to fetch vp 
Thats bak't within : my gall is ouerflowne, 
My blood growne ranke and fowle : An inflamation 
Of rage, and madnes fo bumes vp my liuer. 
That euen my heart-drings cracke (as in a furnace) 
And all my nerues into my eye-balles (hrinke, 
To (hoot Uiofe bullets, and my braines at once 
Againd her foule that ha's halfe dambd vs : foils 
Fetcht hie, and neare to heauen, light on no ground, 
But in hels bottome, take their firft rebound. 

a. Card, Such are our falles : we once had moun- 
taine-growth, 
With Pines and Cedars. 

3. Card, Now with none of both. 

I. Card, I could be glad to loofe the diuine office 
Of my creation, to be tum'd into 
A dogge, fo I might licke vp but her bloody 
That thrufts vs from our vineyards. 

Tres, So could all 

4. Card. Revenge were milke to vs. 
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2. Card. Manna. 

1. Card. And it (hall. 

But how f wee will not (as the head fupreame 
Ouer all nations, counfelleth) licke the dud 
The Faierie treads on, nor (like ferpents) creepe 
Vpon our bellies in humilitie : 
This were (with Fencers) bafely to giue ground, 
When the firfl bowt may fpeed : or to found parly, 
Whilft they within, get fwords to cut our throats : 
No, weele at one blow (Irike the heart through. 
T^es. How f 

2. Card. By ponyards. 
I. Card. No. 

3. Card. Poyfon. 
I. Card. No. 

4. Card. Treafon. 

1. Card. Neither. 

2. CardHow (reuerend Como) then? 

I. Card. Thus— let's confult . . . nay you 
fhal heare. 
You know that all the fprings in Fairie land 
Ran once to one head : from that head, to vs : 
The mountaine and the valley paid vs fruit ; 
The field her come, the country felt no heat 
But from our fires : Plenty ftill fpread our boards, 
And Charitie tooke away. We flept not forth 
But with a god-like adoration 
All knees bowed low vnto vs : why was this ? 
Why were our gardens jEde/i ? why our bowers 
Built like to thofe in Paradife% I (hall tell you. 
It was becaufe the Law moll myflicall, 
Was not made common : therefore was not vile ; 
It was becaufe in the great Prophets Phanes 
And hallowed Temples, we were Chorijlers : 
It was becaufe (wife Pylots) we from rockes. 
And gulfes infemall, fafely fet on (hore 
Mens foules at yonder hauen : or (beeing fliipwrackt) 
Strong lines forth cad we, fuffering none to finke 
To that Abiffe, which fome hold bottomleffe. 
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But now our very graues 

Cannot faue dead mens bones from (hame and 

bruzes : 
The inonumentall marble Vrnes of bodies 
(Laid to reft long agoe) vnreuerently 
Are turned to troughes of water now for jades : 
Vaft Chamel-houfes, where our fathers heads 
Slept on the cold hard pillowes of the earth, 
Are emptied now, and diang'd to drinking roomes, 
Or vaults for bafer office. 

2. Card, What* s therefore to be done ? 

I. Card, This muft be done : 
This (hall be done : They hunted vs like wolues, 
Out of their Fairie forrefts, whipt vs away 
(As vagabonds) mockt vs, and faid our fall 
Could not be dangerous, becaufe we bore 
Our gods vpon our backes t now muft we whip them, 
But wifelier. 

Tres, How I 

I. Card. Thus : thofe that fill our roomes, 
Hold Beacons in their eies (blazing with fire 
Of a hot-feeming zeale) to watch our entrance. 
And to arme all againft vs : thefe we muft quench : 
They are counted wels of knowledge, po}^on thefe 

wells : 
They are the kingdoms muficke, they the Organs, 
Vnto whofe found her Anthems now are fung. 
Set them but out of tune, alls out of fquare. 
Pull downe the Church, and none can it repaire, 
But he that builds it : this is the faggot band 
That binds all faft : vndoo't, vndoe the land — 

Card, omn, Moft certaine. 

I. Card, You therefore (the beft confort of the 
foule) 
Shepheards (whofe flocks are men, lambs. Angels,) 

you 
That hold the roofe of yon Starre-chamber vp. 
From dropping downe to grinde the world to duft. 
You (hall to Fairie land. 



K 
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Card, omnes. A joyfiill voyage. 

I. Card. Thofe that fing there the holy Hymnes, 
as yet 
Haue not their voyces deere, the ftreame of cere- 
mony 
Is fcarcely fettled, trouble it more ! bayte hookes 
To take fome, fome to choake : cail out your net 
At firil, for all the frie : let vs fpread (ayles 
To draw vnto our (hores the Fairie whales. 
That Truih^ whofe ilandard-bearer Bahyicn^ 
And all we are, is not cleane driuen from thence, 
Whither we fend you : there (hee Itues, but Hues 
A widdow ; (leps not forth, dares not be feene 
During her moneth of mourning : here we write you 
How, and with whom to findeher : what (hee bids. 
That doe : your hire's aboue. 

Card, amnes. We know it well 

T. Card. And when you fee thofe Fairy fifhermen 
Rowe in your ilreames, when they grow cold in 

working. 
And weary of their owne waters, that the (ayles 
(Which flifl^ beare them vp) fla^ and hang low. 
And that (like reedes, playing with a paire of winds,) 
They promife facill pliance, then, then (hake 
The trees by the root, then*le make the branches blow. 
And drop their mellowed fruits, euen at your feet, 
Gather them they are our owne, then is Uie houre 
To weane thofe fonnes of blacke Apostafi 
From her (their (lepdame) and to make them take, 
A bleiTmg from our reuerend mothers hands, 
Be happie goe. 

Card. Omn. Wee (hall remember you, 
In all our kneelings. 

I. Card. Stay : ere you (hifl Ayre, 
Sprinkle your felues all ore with facred droppes, 
Take Periapts^ Peniacks^ and potent Charmes 
To coniure downe fowle fiends, that will be rayzed 
To vex you, tempt you, and betray your bloud, 
About your necks hang hallowed AmuietSf 



The Whore of Babylon. 201 

That may Conferue you from the plaguy of Error 
Which will flrike at you. 

Sacr. Omn, Wee obey moft holy fathers. 

I. Car, And heare you, 
If clymbing vp to this haught enterprize 
The foot flip, and (ith' fal) with deadi you meet • . . 

Sacr. Omn. O glorious ladder 1 

1. Car. A Saints winding (heet, 
Farewell : Mount all the engines of your wit 
When darts are fent from all parts, fome mud hit 

Exiuni Saa^. 
There is a fellow to whome, becaufe he dare 
Not be a flaue to greatnes, nor is molded 
Of Court dow (flattering) but ((hould it thunder) 
To his father, doing ill, (would fpeake ill) our Emprefle, 
Hath giuen this name. (Plaine dealing) ; this plaine 

dealing 
Haue I ihipd hence, and is long (ince arriued 
Vpon the fairy (Irond : from him I expedl, 
Intelligence of all Occurrences, 
He for the names lake, (hall perhaps be welcome. 
Into that Harlots Company (whom the fairyes 
Thinke honed, and fweare deeply, (he is Truth. 
That Strumpet by inticement heele bring ouer. 

2. Card. It came to me in letters (two dayes iince 
That this plaine dealing femes the fairy Queenei 
And will no more be feene in Babilon. 

I. Card. How no more feene in Babilon^ tis but 
one lod. 
If Babilon fubfcribe to our wife-doome, 
Shee fhall lodge Double- Dealing in hisroome. Exeunt. 

TUania^ Fiddy^ FlorimeU^ Eifiron^ Pentianers. 

lUa, Wee thought the fates would haue doide 
vp our eyes, 
That wee (hould nere haue feene this day-ilarre rife : 
How many plots were laid to barre vs hence, 
(Euen from our Cradle 1) but our Innocence 
Your wifedome (&iry Peeres) and aboue all, 
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That Anne that cannot let a white foule fell. 
Hath held vs vp, and lifted vs thus hie, 
Euen when the Arrowes did mod thickly file : 
Of that bad woman {Babilom proud Queene, 
Who yet (we heare) fwels with Inuenomed Spleene. 
Fid. Whofe poyfon, (hall (like Arrowes (hot vp- 

right) 
When forth it burfls, to her owne downfall light 
Tito. Truth be my witnes (whome we haue im- 

ployde, 
To purge our Aire that has with plagues deflroyed 
Great numbers, (hutting them in darkfome (hades) 
I feeke no fall of hirs, my Spirit wades, 
In Clearer (Ireames ; her bloud I would not (bed. 
To gaine that triple wreaUi that binds her head, 
Tho mine (hee would let forth, I know not why, 
Only through rancke lufl after Souereigntie. 

Flor. Enough it is for me, if with a hand, 
(Vnftained and vnambitious) fairy Land 
I Crownewith Oliue branches : all thofe wounds, 
Whofe goary mouthes but lately (lained our Rounds, 
Bleed yet in me : for when great ia) Elfiline (a) Hen, 7. 
(Our grandfu-e) fild this throne, your bowers did 

(hine 
With fire-red (leele, and not with Fairies eies. 
You heard no muficke then, but (hriekes and cries. 
Then armed Vrchins, and (leame houfhold Elues, 
Their fatall pointed fwords tumd on themfelues. 
But when the royall Elfiline fat crowned, 
Thefe ciuill woes in their own depth lay drowned. 
He to immortall (hades beeing gone, 
(Fames minion) great King (^) Oberon (p) Heti, 8. 
Titaniaes royall fethcr, liuely fprings, 
Whofe Court was like a campe of none but Kings. 
From this great conquering Monarchs glorious 

(lemme. 
Three (in dire<fl line) wore his Diadem : 
(c) A King firfl, then a paire of {d) Queenes, of 

whom, (c) Edw. 6. 
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Shee that was held a downe-cail, by Fates doome, 

{d) Q. Afar, d^• Q. Eliz, 
Sits now aboue their hopes : her maiden hand, 
Shall with a filken thred guide Fairie land. 
Omn, And may Ihee guide it, 
Fid. Euen till (looping time 
Cut for her (downe) long yeeres that fhee may climbe 
(With eafe) the higheft hill old age goes o're, 
Or till her Fairie fubiedls (that adore 
Her birth-day as their beeing) (hall complaine, 
They are weary of a peacefull, golden raigne. 

I. King. Which, that they neuer (hall, your (lately 

towers 
Shall keepe their ancient beauty : and your bowers 
(Which late like prophan'd Temples empty (lood, 
The tops defac'd by fire, the floores by blood,) 
Shall be filVd full of Choristers to fing 
Sweet heauenly fongs, like birds before the Spring : 
The flowers we fet, and the fruits by vs fowne. 
Shall cheere as well the (Iranger as our owne. 
We may to (Irarige (hores once our felues be driuen. 
For who can tell vnder what point of heauen 
His graue (hall open t neither (hall our oakes, 
Trophies of reuerend Age, fall by our (Iroaks, 
Nor (hall the brier, or hawthome (growing vnder) 
Feare them, but flie to them, to get from thunder, 
And to be fafe from forraine wild-fire balles, 
Weele build about our waters wooden walles. 

Omn. On which weele fpend for you our lated 

Hues. 
Titan. Fairies I thank you all, Stay who comes 

herel 

Enter Parthen. 

Ftor. ParthenopMll^ a Fairie Peere. 

Titan. ParthenophUL 

Parth. Bright Empre(re, Queene of maides 
To vs your Lords, amidd your Fairie (hades : 
Three Princes (fo themfelues they (lyle) are come. 
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From whence, theyl vs not leame, and doe intreat 
Faire, and a free accelTe. 

litan. What is their bufmefle I 

Parth, The fplendor of your glories, which a fiirrc 
Shines (as they fay, and inflly lay) as brightly 
As here at hand, hither them drawes, protefling 
All foith and feruice to you, and requefling 
That they the tribute of their loues may pay, 
At your mod iacred feet 

Tiian. Allow them entrance. 

P^uih, They in a Fairie maske, the aigument 
Of this their dud'e, gladly would prefent 

2%tan. As beil them pleafe. 

The IfauU^yesfaundingf Titania in dumbe /hew 

fends her Lards to fetch them in^ who enter bare 

headed the three Kin^ queintly attired Hhe 

Mitfquers foliawing them^ who doing 

honour to her^ intreat to dance with 

her nuiideSj and doefo : This 

done they difcouer. 

Titan, Your painted cheeks beeing ofi^ your owne 
difcouers, 
You are no Fairies. 

AU three. No : but wounded louers. 

Titcm. How ! louers ! what ! would you deflower 
my bed. 
And ilrike off a poore maiden-head t 
We know you not : what are you t and from whence t 

3. King. The (a) land of whome the funne fo 
enamor'd is, (a) Spaine 

He lends them his complexion, gives me birth, 
The Indian and his gold are both my flaues, 
Vpon my fword (as on the Axell tree) 
A world of kingdomes mooue : and yet I write 
Nonfufficit: that luflie fonne oiloue 
That twelue times (hewed himfelfe more then a man, 
Reard vp two pillars for me, on whofe Capitals 



The Wkor$ of Baiylon. 205 

I (land {CohffuS'^^) llriding ore feas. 

And with my head knock at the roofe of Heauen : 

Hence come I, this I am, (O mod diuine) 

All that I am is yours, be you but mine. 

2. King. The country (a) at whofe breaft, hun- 
dreds of kings (a) F^anu 

Haue royally bin fed, is nurce to me : 

The god of grapes is mine, whofe bounteous hand 

In cluflers deales his gifts to euery land : 

My Empire beares for greatnes, pollicy, 

State, skill in Arts and Armes, fole foueraigntie « ' 

Of this Globe vniueriiadL All her Princes 

Are warriours borne : whofe battels to be told. 

Would make the hearers fouldiers : 'tis a land 

Of breath fo fweet, and of afpe€l fo faire, 

That to behold her, and to conquer her, 

(In amorous combats,) great king Oberon^ 

Your awefuU &ther, oft has thither come. 

Like to a bridegrome, or a Reueller, 

And gone agen in goodly triumphs home. 

From hence I fpring, (^ureil and moil diuine) 

All that this is, is yours, be you but mine. 

3. King. Be you but mine, and douUy will I 
treble 

Their glories, and their greatnefle : like to thimder 
My voyce Dure ofi^ (hakes kingdomes; whilft mine 

owne 
Stands on Seauen {Jf) hills, whofe towers, and pin- 
nacles. 
And reuerend Monuments, hold in them fuch worth. 
And are fo Cacred, Emperours and Kings 
(Like barefoote pilgrims) at her feet doe Osdl, 
Bowing to her trible crowne imperial! 
The language which (hee fpeakes, goes through the 

world. 
To proue that all the world (hould (loope to her, 
And ((aue your felfe) they doe ; you thinke you leaue 
A rich inheritance, if to yoiu: fonnes, 
Our fluent tongue you leaue, (nor need they more) 
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Who fpeake and fpend it well, cannot be poore : 
On many nations necks, a foot to fet, 
If it be glorious, then may you be great 

1. King. We are all pleafd, fo pleafe you be the 
bride. 

Of three, we care not which two be deni'd. 

2. King, For we are brethren, sgid thofe facred 
breads 

From whence we draw om: nourifliment, would runne 

I^e6!ar to you (fweete as the food of life :) 

Our aged mother twentie times an hower, 

Would breath her wholefome kides on your cheeke, 

And from her own cup you fhould drinke that wine 

Which none but Princes tail, to make you looke 

With cheerefuU countenance. 

3. King, You haue a (a) fonne, (d) The Irijh, 
Rebellious, wild, ingratefull, poore, and yet 

Apollo from's owne head cuts golden lockes, 
To haue them grow on his : his harp is his, 
The darts he (hoots are his : the winged meffenger 
That runnes on all the errands of the gods, 
Teaches him fwiftnes ; hee'l outftrip the windes : 
This child of yours is (by adoption) 
Our mothers now, her bleffing he receiues ; 
And tho (as men did in the golden Age) 
He Hue ith' open fields, hiding his head 
In dampifh caues, and woods, (fometimes for feare), 
Yet doe we fuccour him. This your loll Iheep, 
We home agen will bring, to your owne fold, 
Humbly to graze vpon your Faierie plaines, 
Prouided, that you fow them with fuch feed. 
On which your whole land wholefomely may feed. 
Titan, We know you now : O what a deale of 
paines 
Would you (as others of this wing haue taken) 
To be in Faierie land calld Soueraignes ? 
Thankes for it : ralhly nothing mull we doe : 
When kingdoms marrie, heaven it felfe Hands by 
To giue the bride : Princes in tying fuch bands. 
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Should vfe a thoufand heads, ten thoufand hands : 
For that one Adle giues like an enginous wheele 
Motion to all, fets all the State a going. 
And windes it vp to height, or hurles it down, 
The lead blaft turnes the fcale, where lies a crowne : 
Weele therefore take aduice. If thefe thinke fit 
We (hould be yours, you ours, we figne to it : 
Your counfell Fairie Lords : Fideiiiftzk^. 

Fid, Would you (my royal miflris) haue thofe 
chriflal 
Faire, double-leaned doores, where light comes forth 
To cheere the world, neuer to open more 1 
Would you haue all your flumbers turn'd to dreams, 
Frightfull and broken 1 would you fee your Lords 
(In (lead of fitting at your Councell boards) 
Locking their graue, white, reuerend heads in (leele f 
If fo, you cannot for all Fairie land 
Find men to fit you better. 

Titan, FlorimeUy 
Breathes there in you Fidelies fpirit ? 

Flor, No Lady. 

3. King, No nor in any bred that*s found : true 
Conncellor, 
Already you fpeake muficke : you are ftrung 
With golden chords ; Angels guide on your tongue. 

Flor. Thefe potent, politicke, and twin-borne 
States, 
Would to their mitred fortunes tie our fates : 
Our Fairie groues are greene, our temples (land 
Like goodly watch-towers, wafting padengers 
From rockes, t'arriue them in the Holy land : 
Peace (here) eats fruits, which her own hand hath fown, 
Your lambes with lyons play : about your throne, 
The Palme, the Lawrell, and the abundant Vine 
Grow vp, and with your rofes doe entwine. 
But if thefe gripe your Scepter once. 

Titan, What then f 

Hor, Vultures are not more rauenous than thefe 
men. 
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Confiifion, tyraniet vproares will (hake ail, 
Tygres, k wolues, and beares, will fil your feat. 
In nothing (but in miferie) youle be great : 
Thofe black and poifonous waters that bore down 
In their rough toirent, Fairie townes and towers, 
And drownd our fields in Marianaes daies, 
Will (in a mercilefle inundation) 
Couer all againe : red Seas will flow again : 
The Deuill will roare againe : if thefe you loue. 
Be (as the Serpent) wife then, tho a Doue. 

2. King. This hee that fpeakes in muficke I 
TUan. Are you all. 

Of this opinion Lordes? 
Om$L All, all 
All 3. Lets hence. 

3. King. When clofe plots faile, vfe open violence 
Titani. Stay : Princes are free-borne, & haue free 

wils, 
Thds are to vs^ as vallies are to hiUa, 
We may, be counceld by them, not controld : 
Our wordes our Law. 

El/yr. Bright Souereigne. 

TUan. Vare too bold. 

3. King. I knew the fort would yeeld. 

I. King. Attend. 

a. JQng. Shee's ours. 

Titan. You would Combine a League, which thefe 
would breake. 

1. King. A League ! 

2. Kin^. Holy. 

3. King. Honorable. 
Titan. Nay heare me fpeake, 

You court me for my loue, you I imbrace 
As maides doe Suiters, with a finiling face 
as you doe me : receiue our anfwere then : — 

/cannot hue you : what ! fuch hardy men 

And flic for one repulfe t I meane as yet ; 
As yet VvcL not at leifure : But I fweare 
Euen by my birth-d^y, by the crowne I weare, 
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By thofe fweet waters, which into vs powre 
Health, that no licknes taints, by that bleil flower 
Vpon whofe rofeal ilalke our peace does grow, 
I fweare I will my loue on you bedow, 
When one day comes, which now to you He name. 

1. King, The time ! O bleffed time I 

2. King, Balme to our forrow. 

3. Kir^, Name that mod happie houre. 
Tlta, May be to morrow : 

Marke els and iudge whether it may or no : 

When Lambes of ours, are kild by wolues of yours, 

Yet no bloud fuckt : when Heauen two Suns endures : 

When Soules that reft in vnder-groundes, 

Heare Anthems fung, and pra3rle the foundes : 

When drops of water are fo fpilt, 

That they can wafli out murders guilt : 

When Surgeons long fince dead and gone. 

Can cure our woundes, being cald vpon : 

When from yon towers I heare one cry, 

You may kill Princes lawfully : 

When a Court has no Parafite, 

When truth fpeakes falfe, and fallhood right : 

When Confcience goes in cloth of gold. 

When Offices are giuen, not fold : 

When merchants wiues hate coftly clothes. 

When ther's no lies in tradfmens oathes : 

When Farmers by deere yeeres do leeze. 

And Lawyers fweare to take no fees : 

(And that I hope will neuer, neuer bee) 

But then (and not till then) I fweare. 

Shall your bewitching Charmes fleepe in mine eare. 

Away. 

Exeunt Fairies : Manent 3. Kings, 

1. King, Derided to our faces ! 

2. King, Baffiild ! 

3. King, Made fooles ! 

I. King, This muft not be. 
Omn, It (hall not be. 

2 p 
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3. King. Reuenge :. 
File to our Empres bofome, there fucke treafon, 
Sedition, Herezies confederacies. 
The violation of al (acred leagues. 
The combination of all leases vniufl. 
The difpenfation for facramentall oathes. 
And when ye are fwolne with theis, retume againey 
And let their poyfon raine downe here in (howres : 
Whole heards of bulls loaden with hallowed curfes, 
With Interdidlions, excommunications, 
And with vnbinding Subiedls fealties. 
And with laige pattents to kill Kings and Queens 
Driue roaring hither, that vpon their homes 
This Empire may be toft 

2. King, Shee (hall bee tome, 

Euen ioynt from ioynt : to have her baited wel, 
(If we cannot) wee will vn-kennell hell : 
1. King, Will not you home with vs 1 

3. King. No : here He lurke. 

And in a Doue-like fhape rauen vpon Doues : 
He fuck allegiance from the common bred, 
Poyfon the Courtier with ambitious dmgs. 
Throw bane into the cups where leaming drinkes, 
He be a Saint, a Furie, Angell, Deuill, 
Or'e Seas, on this fide Seas ; Deuils forreners, 
With Deuils within hel freedome, Deuils in Vaults. 
And with Church Deuil, be it your foules health, 
To drinke downe Babylonian Stratagems. 
And to forge three-forkt thunderbolts at home, 
Whilft I melt Sulphiu-e here : If the fweet bane 
I lay bee fwallowed, oh ! a Kingdome burfls. 
But if the poyfoned hooke be fpied, then leuy 
Eightie eight Legions, and take open armes. 
The Guidon (hall be mine, He beare the Standard. 

Omn. Twi'U bee a glorious warre. 

I. Ring. Farewell. 

3. King. Bee gon. 
Who cleaues a Realmes head> needs more fwordes 
then one. Exeunt, 
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JFtddif Florimdl^ Parthenophillj Elfiran. 

Flory, Thefe euill Spirits are vext, & tho they 
vanilht 
Like hideous dreames, yet haue they left behind them, 
Throbs, and heart akings, in the generall booforoe, 
As omynous bodings. Fairy Lackeyes. • 

4. Faotrnm. Here. 

Flory. Flie Sirra throug the Ayre and neuer reft 
(On paine to be into an vrchin tumd) 
Till thou haft fixt vpon the higheft gates, 
Of our great'ft Cities. The'rs a warning peece. 
Away. Exit, 

Fidei, Theis to the Spirits that our waters keepe. 
Charge them that none rowft there, but thofe whofe 

nets, 
Are caft out of our Fairy gundolets. 
Away. Exit, 2. 

El/yr. Theis to the keepers of thofe royall woods 
Where Lyons, Panthers, and the kingly heardes 
Feede in one company ; that if wild Boares, 
Mad Buls, or rauing Beares, breake in for prey, 
Hoping to make our groues their wildemes. 
Ours may like fouldiers bid them battaile. Flie. 

Exit, 3. 

Parth. Thefe to the Shepheards on our Fairie 
downs 
To wame them not to fleepe, but with fweet Laycs 
And lolly pipings driue into fat paftures 
Their goodly flocks : Wolues are abroad fay. Fly. 

Exii. 4. 

Titania and her maids Jianding aloft, 

Fidel. Place Prouidence, (becaufe Ihe has quick 
eye : 
And is the beft at kenning) in our Nauy, 
Courage Ihall wait on her. 

Flor, No : (hees moft fit 
To goe with vs. 

p 2 
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Omn, Let her in Counfell fit 

Fid, Tis faid: and lead they breake into our 
walkes 
And kil our fairie deare, or change themfelues 
Into the (hape of Fawnes, being indeed Foxes, 
Range all the forreil danger to preuent, 
Forefight beats (lormes backe, when mod Imminent. 

Omn, Away then. Exeufit. 

Manent Tttanict^ and her maides, 

IttanL Wife Pilots 1 firmed pillars I how it agrees, 
When Princes heads fleepe on their counfels knees : 
Deepe rooted is a date, and growes vp hie. 
When Prouidence, Zeale, and Integritie 
Husband it well : Theis fathers twUl be laid 
(One day) make me a grandame of a maid. 
Meane time my farewell to fuch gaudy lures 
As here, were thrown vp t' haue me quite ore-thrown, 
I charge you maids, entertaine no defures, 
So irreligious and vnfandlified : 
Oh they ha fnakes fleeky tongues, but hearts more 

rugged 
Then is the Rufsian Beare : our Fairie bowres 
Would tume to Arabian defarts, if fuch flowers, 
(Mortall as killing Hemlocke) here fliould grow. 
Which to preuent, He haue you vow. 

Aur, We vowe 
By the white balles in bright Titaniaes eies 
We their inchantments (kome. 

Titan, It does fufiice : 
To bind it fure, Strew all your meades with charmes. 
Which if they doe no good, diall doe no harme. 

Aur, Here comes your new fwome feruant 

Enter Plaine dealing. 

Titan. Now Sirra, where haue you bin ? 
Plain. Where haue I bin? I haue bin in the 
braued prilon 
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TUan. What prifon 1 a braue prifon % Can there 
be a braue prifon ? 

Plain, All your fine men liue and die there, it's 
the Knights ward, and therefore mufl needs be braue : 
fome call it an Ordinarie, but I fay tis a prifon, for 
mod of our gallants that are ferued euery day with 
woodcockes there, lie there in a manner vpon Execu- 
tion : they dare not peepe out of doores for feare of 
Serieants.. 

Titan, What are thofe Serieants % 

Plain, Doe not you know (millreffe) what Serieants 
are 1 a number of your courtiers are deare in their 
acquaintance : why they are certaine men-midwiues, 
that neuer bring people to bed, but when they are fore 
in labour, that no body elfe can deliuer them. 

Titan, Are there fuch places in our kingdome, as 
Ordinaries, what is the true fafhion of them, whats 
their ord.er 1 

Plain, They are out of all true fafliion : they keep 
no order. 

Titan. Where about in Fairie land (land they % 

Plain, In your great cittie : and here's the pidlure 
of your Ordinarie. 

Titan, When Mailer Painter pleafe we (hall haue 
it : come Sir. 

Plain, Your gallants drink here right worfhipfully, 
eat mod impudently, dice mod fwearingly, fweare 
mod damnably, quarrell mod defperatly, and put vp 
mod cowardly. Suppofe I were a young countrey 
gentleman, and that I were to come in (like an alTe) 
among 'em, new cad into the bonds of fattin. 

Titan. What then? 

Plain, Mary then doe all the gylt rapiers tume 
their Tobacco faces in the roome vpon me, and they 
puffe, they gape on a fre(h man like fo many dale 
Oyders at a full tyde : then is there no fait to throw 
vpon them, and to make them leaue gaping, but this ; 
to cad off his cloake, hauing good cloathes vnder- 
neath, fmgle out fome in the roome worfe accoudred 
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then himfelfe^ with him to walke boldly vp and downe 
flnitting, laugh alowd at any thing, talke alowde of 
nothing, fo they make a noife, it is no matter. 

Titan, You are growne fina an obferuer (ince you 
came out of Babylon. 

Plain. Troth miftreile, I left villains and knaues 
there, & find knaues and fooles here : for your Or- 
dinary is 3rour lile of.Gulles, your fhip of fooles, your 
hofpitall of incurable madmen : it is the field where 
your captaine and braue man is cal'd to the lad 
reckoning, and is ouerthrown horfe and foot : it is 
the onely fchoole to make an honed man a knaue : 
for Intelligencers may heare enough there, to fet 
twenty a begging of lands : it is the dranged CheiTe- 
board in the world. 

Titan. Why 1 

Plain. Becaufe in fome games at Chede, knights 
are better then pawnes, but here a good pawne is 
better then a knight 

Titan. Affoard our diores fuch wonders ? 

Plain. Wonders? why this one little Cocke-pit, 
(for none come into it, but thofe that, haue fpurs) is 
able to Ihew all the follies of your kingdome, in a few 
Apes of the kingdome. 

Titan. Haue we not in our Land Phyfitions 
To purge thefe red impodumes % 

Plain. Troth yes midreffe ; but I am Plaine deal- 
ing, and mud fpeake truth, thou had many Phyfitions, 
fome of them found men, but a number of them more 
ficke at heart, then a whole parifli fiiU of Patients : let 
them cure themfelves fird, & then they may better 
know how to heale others : then haue you other 
fellowes that take vpon them to be Surgeons, and by 
letting out the corruption of a State, and they let it 
out lie be fwome ; for fome of them in places as big 
as this, and before a thoufand people, rip vp the 
bowels of vice in fuch a beadly manner, that (like 
women at an Execution, that can endure to fee men 
quartred aliue) the beholders learn e more villany then 
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they knew before : others likewife there be of this 
confort lad named, that are like Beadles bribed, they 
whip, but draw no blood, and of thefe I haue made 
a Rime. 

Titan. Let's heare it 

PlcUn. Thofe that doe jerke thefe times, are but 
like fleas, 
They bite the skinne, but leap from the difeafe. 

TUan. He haue you Sir (becaufe you haue an eye 
fo (harply pointed) to looke through and through that 
our great Citie, and like death, to fpare the Hues of 
none, whofe confcience you find fickly and going. 

Plain. If I giue you the copie of the Cities coun- 
tenance, He not flatter theface, as painters do; but 
Ihew al the wrinckles of it. 

Titan, Doe fo, you (hall no more to Babylon^ 
But liue with vs, and be our Officer, 

Plain. Haue I any kinred in your Court t is there 
any one of my name an officer t if there bee, part 
vs ; becaufe it will not bee good, to haue two of the 
Plain-dealings in one offfice, they*l bee beggars if they 
doe. 

TUan, No Sirra, wee'le prouide you (hall not want 
Whilft vs you feme. Goe leame where Truth doth 
lie. 

Plain. Nay, nay, I haue heard of her, (he dwelles 
(they fay) at the figne of the Holy Lambe. 

Titan. Wee biult her vp a lodging at our cod, 
To haue her labour in our Vineyards : 
For till ihee came^ no Vines could pleafe our tafle, 
But of her fining. Set your hand to hers, 
liue with her in one houfe, fetch from our Court 
Maintenance to feme you all : fwill be to her 
A comfort to haue you (lil by her fides, 
Shee has fuch prettie and delightfull fongs, 
That you will count your fored labour light, 
And time well fpent only to heare her fing. 
Away loofe no more minutes. 
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Fl. Not a minute : 
lie fet more watches then a clockmaker. Exit. 

Elfiron, Pdridd. 

Titan. Whats yonder man that kneeles t 

Elfi, Tis (a) Paridel (a) Do6kr Parry. 

Titan. Our doaor I 

Par. The moil wretched in yoiu: land. 
The moil in foule deiedled ; the moil bafe. 
And mod vnferuice^ble weede, vnles 
You by your heauenly Influence change his vilenes 
Into a vertuall habit fit for vie. 

Tita, Oh : we remember it ; you are condemnd 1 

Elf. To Death. 

Pari. Deferuedly. 

Tita. You had your hand 
Not coulored with his bloud. 

Elf. No deereft Lady 
Vpon my vowed Loyalty. 

Pari. The law 
Hath failned on me only for attempt. 
It was no adluall nor commenced violence 
That brought death with it, but intent of ill. 

Tita. We would not faue them, that delight to 
kiU, 
For fo we wound our felues : bloud wrongly fpilt 
Who pardons, hath a fhare in halfe the guilt 
You drooke, our lawes not hard, yet what the edge 
Of luflice could take from you, mercy giues you 
(Your life.) You haue it figned, rize. 

Pari, May yon Clouds 
Mufler themfelues in Armies, to confound 
Him that fhall wifh you dead, hurt, or vncrownd. 

Parthenophill with Campehis. 

Par. To run in debt thus bafely for a life. 
To fpend which, had beene glory ! O mofl vile I 
The good I reape from this fuperfluous grace. 
Is but to make my felfe like Ccrfars horfe. 
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To kneele whilft he gets vp : my backe mufl beare 
Till the chine crack, yet flill a feruile feare 
Mud lay more loades on me, and preffe me downe. 
When Princes giue life, they fo bind men to 'em, 
That tmlling them with too much, they vndo 'em. 
Who then but I, from (leps fo low would rife f 
Great fortunes (eamd thus) are great Slaueries : 
Snatcht from the common hangmans hands for this f 
To haue my mind feele torture ! now I fee. 
When good dayes come, (the Gods fo Deldome giue 

them,) 
That tho we haue 'them, yet we fcarce beleeue them. 
Heart how art thou confinde % and bard of roome, 
Thart quicke enough, yet liueft within a tombe. 

Tita. His name. 

Forth, {a) Campeius : Deeply leamd. 

(<i) Ed, Campion, 

Tit We heare fo : 
But with it heare (from fome whom we haue weied 
For iudgement and experience) that he caries 
A foule within him framde of a thoufand wheeles. 
Yet not one fleddy. 

Parthe, It may be the rumor 
That thus fpreades ouer him, flowes out of hate. 

TUa, Belieue vs no : of his, and tothers fate. 
The threedes are too vnlike, to haue that wouen. 

Camp, To gaine her crowne He not kneele thus. 

Tita. Befides 
The harueft which he feekes is reapde already :, 
We haue bellowed it. 

Parth. Here then dies our fute. 

Tita. Now (hall you trie with what impatience 
That bay tree will endure a little fire, 
My Lord, my Lord, 

Such fwelling fpirites hid with humble lookes. 
Are kingdoms poyfons, hung on golden hookes. 

Parth. I hope heele proue none fuch. 

Tita, Such men oil proue 
VaUeyes that let in riuers to confound 
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The hib aboue them, tho themfelues lie drounde, 
My Lord, I like not calme and cunning feas 
That to haue great (hips taken or diftreft, 
Suffer bafe gallyes to creepe ore their bread, 
Let courfe harts weare courfe skins : you know our 
wil. 

Parih. Which (as a doome diuine) I (hall fulfill 

Camp, Thrown downe, or raizd f 

Forth. All hopes (for this) are gone, 
Some planet (lands in oppofition. 

Camp. Vmh : So. Exrnni Parih. &* Camp. 

Tito. Now Doaor Parideii. 

Pari. An humble fuite, 
I am growne bold finding fo firee a giuer. 
Where beggers once take almes, they looke for't euer. 

Ttta. You ha beene fwome our feruant long. 

Parry. Tenne yeares. 

Tita. And we fliould wrong you ; fince you take 
vs giuing 
To let you goe with life, that (hould want lining, 
What is it we can grant you. 

Pary, I ha beene by two great Fayries in your 
land, 
(Oppred I dare not (ay) but fo beaten downe, 
And funcke fo low now with my lad difgrace. 
That all my happy thoughts lie in the dud, 
A(ham'd to looke vp yet : mod humbly therefore 
Be^e I yoiu* gratious leaue that I may vaiy. 
This natiue Aire for Forren. 

TUa. Oh you would trauell, 
You may, you haue our leaue : Challenge our hand. 

Pary, Stormes are at Sea, when it is calme at 
land. Exit. 

Fiddi Flarimell. 

Ftdd. The Sea-God hath vpon your maiden 
(hoares. 
On Dolphins backes that pittie men didred) 
n fafetie fett a people that implores 



}' 
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The Soueraigne mercie flowing from your bred. 

Tita. What people are they t 

Fidel. Neighbours : tis the nation, 

The Ndherlanders. 
With whome our Faries enterchange commerce, 
And by n^otiation growne fo like vs. 
That halfe of them are Fayries : th' other halfe 
Are hurtful! Spirits, that with fulphurous breath ^ 
Blafl their come feilds, deface their temples, cloth 
Their townes in mourning, poyfon hallowed founts. 
And make their goodlied Citties fland (like tombes) 
Full of dead bodies, or (like pallaces, 
From whence the Lords are gone) all defolate. 
They haue but 17. daughters young and faire, 
Vowd to Hue vedalls, and to know the touch 
Of any forced or vnreuerend hand. 
Yet Lufl and Auarice (to get their dowers) 
Lay barbarous feidge againfl their chailitie. 
Threaten to rauifh them, to make their bodies 
The temples of polution, or their bedds, 
Graues where their honors fhall lie buried, 
They pray to haue their virgins wait on you, 
That you would be their mother, and their nurfe, 
Their Guardian and their Gouemour ; when Princes 
Haue their Hues giuen 'em, fine and golden threds 
Are drawne and fpun (for them) by the good fates, 
That they may lift vp others in low flates. 

Tit, Els let our felfe decline ; give them our pre- 
fence : 
In myfery all nations fhould be kin. 
And lend a brothers hand, vfher them in. Exeunt. 
Stood here my foes (diflrefl) thus would I grieue them, 
Not how they ha bin, but how I might relieue them. 

Parthmophill. 

Forth, Your good deeds (matchleffe Fayrie) like 
the Sun, 
(Rifing but onely in this poynt of heauen, 
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Spred through the world, So that a Prince (made 

wretched, 
By his vnhappy father^ that lies flaine 
By barbarous fwords, and in his goary wounds, 
Drownes all the hopes of his po(leritie) 
Hether, is like an orphan come (from farre) 
To get reliefe and remedie gaind thofe, 
That would defeat him of his portion. 

Tito. Pittie and we had talke before you came. 
She hath not taken yet her hand from ours, 
Nor (hall fliee part, vntill thofe higher powers 
Behold tha^ Prince : good workes are theirs, not ours ; 
Goe : bid him trUfl his mifery in our hands, 
Great trees. I fee do fall, when the (hrub (lands. 

Exeunt, 

Fiddi Florimell theftates of the countries^ 

Farthenophiii Elfyran^ the Prince of 

Portugal, 

To the States. 

Auxilio tutos dimittaniy opibufque luuabo, 

Non ignara mali^ miferis fuccurrere difco. Exeunt, 

7he third King to the King of Portugal!, 

3. King, Stands my beard right? the gowne I 
mud looke graue. 
White haires like filuer cloudes a priuiledge haue. 
Not to be fearch'd, or be fufpedled fowle : 
Make away thofe 2. turne coates. Suite me next 
Like to a Sattin diuell (brauely) flie 
Your fayles (hape : be here immediatly. Enter 

So : excellent : a fubtile mafque : alls fit. 
This very cap makes my head fwell with wit 
Mongfl fouldiers, I haue plaid the fouldier. 
Bin mutinous, ndld at the State, curfd peace : 
They walke with crofTe-armes, gaping for a day, 
Haue vnder-fhorde their eie-lids (like trap windows.) 
To keep them open, and with yawning eares. 
Lie lidning on flocke holders, till rebellion 
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Beat vp her drum : this lards me fat with laughter, 
Their fwords are drawn halfe way, & all thofe throats 
That are to bleed are mark'd : and all thofe doores, 
Where ciuill Maflacres, murders (di'd in graine) 
Spoile, riflings, and fweet rauilhments (hall enter, 
Haue tokens Aamp'd on them (to make 'em knowne) 
More dreadfull then the Bils that preach the plague. 
From them, with oyFd hammes (lap'd in feiuile blew) 
I dole, and fil'd out wine of Babylon^ 
To Hue things (made of clods) poore countrey fots, 
And drunke they are : whole (hires with it do reele, 
Poyfons run fmooth, becaufe men fweetnes feele. 
Now to my fchoole-men, Learnings fort is (Irong, 
But poorely man'd, and cannot hold out long 
When golden bullets batter. . . Yonders one . . . 
Vare a poore fchoUer I 

Campdus, Yes. 

3. Kir^, What read you % 

Camp, A booke. 

3. King, So learned yet fo young 1 

Camp, Yee may fee, fir. 

3. King. You feede fome difcontent I 

Camp, Perhaps I ha caufe. 

3. King, What troubles you ? 

Camp, You trouble me : pray leaue me. 

3. Kin, Put your felfe, and your griefe into my 
hands. 

Camp, Say yee % 

3. King, Put your felfe & your grief into my 
hands. 

Camp, Are you a Do6lor? your hands Sir, pray 
why? 

3. King, You know me not 

Camp. Do you know your felfe % your bufines I 
Are you a fcholler % 

3, King, ludge of that by thefe. 

Camp. Oh Sir, I haue feene many heads vnder 
fuch wool. 
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That fcarce had braines to line it: if 3r'are a 

fchoUer, 
Mee thinks you fhould know manners, by your leave 
Sir. 

3. King. Pray leaue your name behind you. 

Camp, Name, Campinus. 

3. Kir^. Campeius 1 vmh : Campeius Y a lucky 
plannet 
ftrikes out this houre : Campeius I Bdbylonj 
His name hath in her tables : on his forehead, 
Our Queene hath fet her maii^e : it is a mould 
Fit to cail mifcheife in : none fooner rent 
A Chm-ch in two, then Schollers difcontent 
I mufl not loofe this Martines nefl,— once more 
Vare hs^pely met 

Camp. This bur ilil hang on mee I 
And you Sir. 

3. King, Tell me pray, did you neuer tad — ^I'me 
bold— did you nee'rtafl " 
Thofe cleere & redolent fountains that do noriih. 
In vine and frelh humiditie thofe plants 
That grow on thother fide (our oppofites) 
Thofe that to vs here, are th* Antipodes, 
Cleane againfl vs in grounds — you feele me — lay 
Ne're drunke you of that nedlar. 

Camp, Neuer. 

3. Kif^. Neuer ! 
I wifh you had, I gather from your eyes, 
What your difeafe is, I ha bin your felfe, 
This was Campeius once (tho not fo leam'd) 
For I was bred (as you) in Fairy Land, 
A Country ! well, but tis our country : and fo, 
Good to breed beggers : Shee flames Arts : fatts fools, 
Shee fets vp drinking roomes, & pulls downe fchools. 

Camp, So Sir. 

3. King, No more but fo Sir f this difcourfe 
Pallats not you. 

Camp, Yes. 
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3. King. Nothing hath paiTed me 
I hope, againfl my countrey, or the State, 
That any you can take hold ofl 

Camp, If they could, 
Tis but mine I, to your no. 

3. Kif^, Y'are to fowre : 
Ynmellowed : you (land here in the (hade, 
Out of the warmth of thofe bled ripening beames, • • 
Goe to ... I grieue that fuch a bloflbme . . . 

Camp, Sir, 
I know you not : this thing which you haue raiz'd, 
Affiights me : fchollers of weake temper need 
To feare (as they on Sunbankes lie to read) 
Adders i'th higheil gralTe : thefe leaues but tum'd, 
Like willow (lickes hard rub'd may kindle fire, 
Cities with fparkes as fmall haue oft beene bum'd. 

3. King. Doe you take me for a hangman 9 

Camp, I would be loath, 
For any harlh tune that my tongue may warble. 
To haue the inftrument vnflrung. 

3. King. You (hall not : 
Welfeure vnto you. 

Camp. And to you. A word Sir : 
Bred in this countrey % 

3. King. Yes. 

Camp. I am no.bird 
To breake mine own neafl downe : what flight foeuer 
Your words make through this ayre (tho it be trobled) 
Myne eare Sir, is no reaching Fowling piece 
yfhaX pafles through it, kills : you may proceed, 
Perhaps you would wound that, I wifh Oiould bleed. 
You haue th' advantage now, 
I put the longed weapon into your hands. 

3. King. It (hall guard you : 
You draw me by this line : let's priuate walke. 

Camp. This paths vnbruz'd ; goe on Sir. 

3. Kin%. Sir I loue you. 
•^The Dragons that keep learnings golden tree, 
As you now haue, I fought with, conquered them, 
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Got to the highed bough, eat of the fruit, 

And gathered of the feauen-fold leaues of Art, 

What I defir'd ; and yet for all the Moones 

That I haue feene waxe olde, and pine for anger, 

I had outwatched them : and for all the candles 

I waded out on long, and frozen nights. 

To thaw them into day ; I fild my head 

With books, but fcarce could fil my mouth with bread : 

I had the Mufes fmile, but moneyes frowne, 

And neuer could get out of fuch a gowne. 

Camp. How did you change your ilarre t 

3. King, By changing Aire : 
The god of wanes walht of my pouertie, 
I fought out a new funne beyond the feas, 
Whofe beames begat me gold. 

Camp. O me dull affe ! 
I am naird downe by wilfull be^gerie, 
Yet feele not where it enters : like a horfe 
My hoofes are par'd to'th quicke (euen til they bleed) 
To make me nmne from hence, yet this Tortois (hell, 
(My countrey) lies fo heauy on my backe, 
Prefsing my worth downe, that I flowly creep 
Through bafe and flimie waies. 

3. Ki7ig, Countrey ! 

Camp, Shee hangs 
Her owne brats at her backe, to teach them begge, 
And in her lap fets flrangers. 

3. King, Yet your countrey. 

Camp, I was not borne to this, not fchool'd to this, 
My parents fpent not wealth on me to this, 
I will not flay here long. 

3. King, Doe not 

Camp, Beeing hence. 
He write in gall and poyfon gaind my nurce 
This Fairie land, for not rewarding merit : 
If euer I come backe He be a Cdthrop 
To pricke my countries feet, that tread on me. 

3. King, O Yee*s vntind, hard-hearted ! 

Camp, In difputation 
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I dare for latine, Hebrew, and the greeke, 
Challenge an vniuerfitie ; yet, (O euill hap !) 
Three learned languages cannot fet a nap 
Vpon this thred-bare gowne : how is Arte curs*d t 
Shee ha's the fweeteft lyrabes, and goes the word : 
Like common Fidlers, drawing downe others meate 
With lickorifh tunes, whilll they on fcraps do eate. 

3. King, Shake then thefe feruile fetters off. 

Camp, But how t 

3. King, Play the mules part, now thou haft fuckt 
a dam 
Drie and vnholfome, kicke her fides. 

Camp, Her heart . . . her very heart . . . 
Would it were dried to duft, to drew vpon 
Th'inuenomed paper vpon which He write. 

3. King. Know you the Court of Babylon t 

Camp, I haue read, 
How great it is, how glorious, and would venter 
A foule to get but thither. 

3. King, Get then thither ; 
You venture none, but faue a foule going thither : 
The Queene of Babylon rides on a beaft, 
That carries vp feauen heads. 

Camp, Rare. 

3. King, Each head crown'd. Enter his man like a 

Camp, O admirable ! fayler with rich attires vnder 

3. Kir^. Shee with her owne hand his arme. 

Will fil thee wine out of a golden bowle. 
There's Angels to condudl thee. Get to fea, 
Steale o're, behold, here's one to waft thee hence, 
Take leaue of none, tell none, th'art made, farewell. 

Camp, Thus to meet heauen, who would not wade 
through hell I 

Exeunt Campeius and Sayler^ manet 3. King^ 
enter Sayler prefently, 

3. King, To flea off this hypocrifie, tis time, 
Leaft wome too long, the Foxes skinne be known : 
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In our diilembling now we mufl be braue, 

Make me a courtier : come ; Affes I fee. 

In nothing but in trappings, different be 

From foote-cloth nags, on which gay fellows ride, 

Saue that fuch gallants gallop in more pride. 

Away. Stow vnder hatches the light (luffe : 

Tis to be wome in Babylon. — Exit ^yler. At this 

groue 
And much about this howre, a ilaue well moulded, 
In profound, learned villany, gaue oath 

Enter Coniurer, 

To meet me : Art thou come ! Can thy blacke Arte 
This wonder bring to paffe f 

Con, See, it is done. 

3. Kif^. Titaniaes pidhire right. 

Con. This virgin waxe, 
Burie I will in (limie putred ground, 
Where it may peece-meale rot : As this confumes, 
So (hall (hee pine, and (after languor) die. 
Thefe pinnes (hall (licke like daggers to her heart, 
And eating through her bread, tume there to gripings 
Cramp-like Convulfions, (hrinking vp her nerues. 
As into this they eate. 

3. King. Thou art fam*d for euer, 
If thefe thy holy labours well fucceed, 
Statues of molten braffe (hall reare thy name, 
The Babylonian Emprefle (hall thee honour. 
And (for this) each day (halt thou goe in chaines. 
Where wilt thou burie it t 

Coniur, On this dunghill. 

3. King. Good : 
And bind it down with mod effe<5luall charmes, 
That whofoeuer with vnhallowed hands, 
Shall dare to take it hence, may raue and die. 

Con. Leaue me. 

3. King. Farewell and profper : be blinde you 
skies, 
You looke on things vnlawfull with fore eies. Exit. 
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Dumbe Jhewe, The Hault-boyes founds and whilst 
hee is burying the piHure^ Truth o^i/Time enter ^ 
Fideli, Parthenophil, Elfiron, and a Guard fol- 
lowing aloof e. They difcouer the fellow^ hie is 
taken^ the pi^re found, hee kneelesfor mercy, but 
they making fignes of refufail, hefnatcheth atfome 
weapon to kill himfelfe, is preuented, and led 
away. 

Trumpet, The Empres, Cardinals, &'c 

Emp, Who fets thofe tunes to xnocke vs f Stay 
them. 

Omn. Peace. 

I. Kif^. Peace there. 

I. Card, No more : your muficke mud be dombe. 

Emp. When diofe Cselediall bodies that doe moue, 
Within the (acred Spheres of Princes bofomes 
Goe out of order, tis as if yon Regiment, 
Weare all in vp-roare : heauen (hould then be vext, 
Me thinkes fuch indignation (hould refemble, 
Dreadfull edypfes, that portend dire plagues 
To nations, faU to Empires, death to Kings, 
To Citties deuadation, to the world. 
That vniuer(all hot calamitie 
Of the lad Horror. But our royall bloud, 
Beates in our veines like (eas (Ogling for bounds, 
Aetna bums in vs : bearded Comets (hoote 
Their vengeance through our eyes : our breath is 

lightning, 
Thunder our voyce ; yet, as the idle Cannon, 
Strikes at the Aires Invulnerable bred) 
Our darts are phillip'd backe in mockery. 
Wanting the poynts to wound. 

I. King, Too neere the heart, 
(Mod royall Emprefle) thefe didempers (it. 
So pleafe you, weele againe aflayle her bewtie 
In varied (hapes, and worke on futler Channes, 

Q a 
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Again loues poyfoned arrowes weele let flie. 

Emp, No : proud fpirits once denying, ilill deny. 

I. Car, Then be yourfelfe, (a woman) change thofe 
ouertures 
You made to her of an vnufuall peace, 
To an vnufde defiance : giue your reuenge, 
A full and fwelling iaile, as from your greatnes 
You tooke, in vending to her : you haue beene 
Too cold in punifhraent, too foft in chyding, 
And like a mother (caufe her yeares are greene) 
Haue winck't at Errors^ hoping time, or councell, 
Or her owne guilt (feing how (he goes awry,) 
Would (Ireigten all — you find the contrarie. 

Empe, What followes % 

I. Card, Sharp chaftizment, leaue the Mother 
And be the (lepdame ; wanton her no more 
On your Indulgent knee, figne no more pardons 
To her Oflf-fallings and her flyings out, 
But let it be a meritorious Adl : 
Make it a ladder for the foule to climbe, 
Lift from the hindges all the gates of heauen ; 
To make way for him that (hall kill her. 

Omnes. Good. **" 

I. Card, Giue him an office in yon Starr-chamber, 
Or els a Saints place and Canonize him ; 
So San6lifie the arme that takes her life, 
That lylly foules may go on pilgrimage, 
Only to kiffe the Inftrument (that (Inkes) 
As a mod reuerent relique. 

Empe, Be it fo. 

I. King, In that one word (he expires. 

Empe, Her fayrie Lordes 
(That play the Pilots nowe, and (leere her kingdome 
In fowled weather) as white bearded come 
Bowes his proud head before th' imperiall windes, 
Shall (o ly groueling (heeye) when that day comes. 

I. Ku And that it (hall come fates themfelues 
prepare. 
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Emp, True, but old Lyons hardly fall into the 
fnare. 

I. Kir^. Is not the good and politique Sat3rran 
(Our leagued brother, and your vaffaile fwome) 
Euen now (this very minute) fucking clofe 
Their faireA. bofomes t if his traynes take well ; 
They haue (Irange workings (down-wards) into hel. 

Emp, That Satiran is this hand : his braines a 
forge 
Still working for vs, he's the trew fet clocke 
By which we goe, and of our houres doth keepe 
The numbred (Irokes, when we lye bound in ileepe. 

I. Card. Befides fuch voluntaries as will feme 
Vnder your holy cullors and forfake 
The Fairie ilandard, all fuch fugitiues 
Whofe heartes are Babylonized : all the Mutiners 
All the damb'd Crew, that would for gold teare oflf • 
The deuills beard ; All fchollers that doe eate 
The bread of forrow, want, and difcontent, 
Wife Satyran takes vp, prelfes, apparrels, 
Their backes like Innocent Lambes, their mindes Uke 

wolues, 
Rubs or*e their tongues with poyfon, which they fpet 
Againd their owne annointed ; their owne Country, 
Their very parent And thus fhippes 'em hither. 
To make era yours. 

Emp, To vfe. 

I. Card, Only to imploy them 
As Bees whilfl they haue flings, & bring thighs laden 
With hony, hiue them, when they are droanes, de- 
flroy them. 

1. King. The earned which he giues you (adored 
Empreffe,) 

Are three fit engines for vs. 
Empr. Are they wrought 1 

2. King. They are : and waite in Court youi 
vtmoll pleafure, 

Out of your Cup made wee them drunke with wines, 
To found their hearts, which they with fuch deuotion 
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Receiued downe, that euen whilft Bacchus^ fwom 
From lippe to lippe, in mid'fl of taking healths. 
They tooke their owne damnation, if their bloud 
(As thofe grapes) (Iream'd not forth, to effedl your 

good. 
Emf. Let vs behold thefe fire-workes, that muil 

run 
Vpon (hort lines of life : yet wil Wee vfe them, 
Like inilruments of muiidke, play on them, 
A while for pleafure, and then hang them by, 
Who Princes can vpbrayd, tis good they die. 
For as in building fumptuous pallaces, 
We climb by bafe and (lender fcafifolcUngs, 
Till wee haue raized the Frame : and that being done, 
(To grace the worke) we take the Scaffolds downe. 
So mufl we thefe : we know they loue us not, 
But SwaUow-like when dieir owne fummers pail. 
Here feeke for heat : or like flight Traualers, 
(Swolne with vaine-glory, or widi lufl to fee,) 
They come to obferue fisUhions and not mee. 

I. King. As Traualers vfe them then, dll they be 

gone, 
Looke Cheerefully; backs tum'd, no more thought 

vpon. 
Emp. What are they that fly hither (to our bofome) 
But fuch as hang the wing, fuch as want neafls ; 
Such as haue no found feathers : birds fo poore. 
They fcarce are worth the killing : with the Larke 
rThe morning's fawlkner) fo they may mount hie. 
Care not how bafe and low their rifings be f 
What are they but leane hungry Crowes that tyre 
Vpon the mangled quarters of a Realme ? 
And on the houfe-tops of Nobilitie 
(If there they can but (it) like fatall Rauens, 
Or SkrichOwles croake their fals and hoarfely bode. 
Nothing but fcaffolds and vnhallowed graues t 

I. King. Fitter for vs : yet fit they here like doues. 
Emp. True : like corrupted Churchmen they are 
doues. 
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That haue eate carrion : home weele therefore fend 
Thefe bufie-working Spiders to the wals 
Of their owne countrey, when their venemous bags 
(Which they (hall (luffe with fcandales, libels, treafons) 
Are full and vpon burfling : let them there 
Weaue in their politicke loomes nets to catch flies ; 
To vs they are but Pothecary drugs, 
Which we will take as Phyficall pils, not food : 
Vfe them as lancets to let others bloud, 
That haue foule bodies, care not whom you wound. 
Nor what parts you cut ofi", to keepe this found. 
Omn. Here come they. 

Campeius, EarycUll^ and \ Lupus, \ Lopes 

Emp, Welcome : rife, and rife vp high 
In honours and our fauour : you haue thrud 
Your armes into our cofers, haue you nott 

All 3. Yes facred Emprefle. 

Camp, And into our owne, 
Haue rayned downe (howers of gold. 

Emp, You (hall deferue it : 
You fee what Ocean can repleni(h you, 
Be you but duteous tributarie (Ireames : 
But is your temper right f are not the edges 
Of your (harpe fpirits rebated 1 are you ours ? • 
Doe not your hearts finke downe yet % will you on t 

All 3. Stood death ith* way. 

Lup. Stood hell. 

Emp, Nobly refolu'de : 
But liden to vs, and obferue our counfell : 
Backe muH we fend you to the Fairie Land, 
Danger goes with you ; here's your fafetie : liden. 
Chufe winds to fayle by ; if the wayward feas 
Grow dormie, houer, keepe aloofe : if feares, 
Shipwracks, and death lie tumbling on the wanes. 
And will not off, then on : be venturous, 
Conqueds hard got are fweet and glorious. 
Being landed, if fufpition cad on you 
Her narrow eyes, tume your felues then to Moles, 
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Worke vnder ground, and vndennine your countrey, 

Tho you cad earth vp but a handful! high, 

To make her (lumble : if that bloud-hound hunt you, 

(That long-ear'd Inquifition) take the thidcets, 

Climbe vp to Hay-mowes, liue like birds, and eate 

The vndeflowred come : in hollow trees 

Take fuch prouifion as the Ant can make : 

Flie with the Batt vnder the eeues of night. 

And fhift your neafts : or like to Ancreffes, 

Clofe vp your felues in artificiall wals : 

Or if you walke abroad, be wrapt in clouds, 

Haue change of haires, of eie-brows, halt with 

foldiers. 
Be (hauen and be old women, take all fhapes 
To efcape taking : But if the ayre be cleere, 
Flie to the Court, and vndemeath the wings 
Of the Eagle, Faulcon, or fome great bird houer, 
Oakes and large Beech-trees many beads doe couer. 
He that firfl fmgs a Dirge tun'de to the death 
Of that my onely foe the Fairie Queene, 
Shal be my loue, and (clad in purple) ride 
Vpon that fcarlet- coloured bead that beares 
Seuen Kingdomes on feuen heads. 

Camp, If all the Spels 
That wit, or eloquence, or arts can fet : 
If all the fleights that bookemen vfe in fchooles 
Be powrefull in fuch happinefle, 'tis mine. 

Rop. What phyficke can I dare onely to grow 
(But as I merit fhall) vp in your eye. 

Emp, Weele eredl ladders for you drong and high, 
That you (hall climbe to darrie dignitie. 

Both, We take our leaue dread Empreffe. Exeunt 

E,mp. Fare you well : 
Our benedidlion goe along with you — 
Our maledi(51ion and your foules confufion 
Like fliiuer'd towers fall on your luckelefle heads, 
And wedge you into earth low as the deepe 
Where are the damned, if our world you fire, 
Since defperately you*le ride and dare afpire. 
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1. King. But is this ail) (hall we thus bend our 
fmews 

Onely to emptie quiuers, and to (hoot 
Whole (heafes of forked arrowes at the Sunne, 
Yet neuer hit him I 

2. Car. And the marke fo-faire I 

Com. Nay, which is more, fuppofe that al thcfc 
torrents 
Which from your fea of Greatneffe, you (for your part) 
And al thofe flragling flouds which we haue driuen 
With full and fliffe winds to the Fairie Stronds, 
Should all breake in at once, and in a deluge 
Of Innouation, rough rebellion, fadlions, 
Of maffacres, and pale deftrudlion 
Swallow the kingdome vp, and that the bloud 
Euen of TitanuCs heart fhould in deepe crimfon 
Dye all thefe waters : what of this f what (hare 
Is yours ? what land (hall you recouer I 

I. King. All. 

Com. All ! 

I. King. I, all : 
Betweene the Tranfuerfaries that doe run 
Vpon this croflTe (la(fe, a dull eye may find 
In what degree we are, and of what height 
Yoiu* felfe (oiu* brighted Ariadne) is, 
Being vndemeath that Tropicke : as thofe jewels 
Of night and day are by alternate courfe 
Worne in Heauens fore-head, fo when Deaths Winter 

comes, 
And (hortens all thofe beames of Maiedie, 
Which in this oblique and Zodiacall Sphere 
Moue with Titania now, (hall loofe their heat, 
Where mud the next Sun rife but here I from whence 
Shall Fairie land get warmth ? meerely from hence. 
Let but the taper of her life bume out. 
We haue fuch torches ready in her land 
To catch fire from each other, that the flames 
Shall make the frighted people thinke earth bumes, 
And being dazled with our Copes of Starres, 
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We (hall their temples hallow with fuch eafe, 
As 'twere in folemne gay procefsion. 

Com. Some lyne fea cards, that know not the feas 
tad, 
Nor fcarce the colour : by your charmes I gather 
You haue feene Fairie land — but in a Map : 
Can tell hoVt flands : but if you giue't a fall. 
You mufl get bigger bones : for let me whifper 
This to your eare ; though you bait hookes with gold, 
Ten thoufand may be nibbling, when none bites. 
And thofe you take for Angels, you'le find Sprites. 
Say that Titania were now drawing (hort breath, 
(As that's the Cone and Button that together 
Clafpes all our hopes) out of her alhes may 
A fecondf Phoenix rife, of larger wing, t JST. lames. 
Of flronger talent, of more dreadfull beake, 
Who fwooping through the ayre, may with his beating 
So well commaund the winds, that all thofe trees 
Where fit birds of our hatching (now fled thither) 
Will tremble, & (through feare ftrucke dead) to earth, 
Throw thofe that fit and fing there, or in flockes 
Driue them from thence, yea and perhaps his talent 
May be fo bonie and fo large of gripe. 
That it may (hake all Babilon. 

Emp. All Babylon ! 

Com. Your pardon : but who'le fwear this may not 
be? 

Emp. How the preuention ? 

Com. Thus ; to fell downe their Q. is but one 
flroake; 
Our axe mufi. cleaue the kingdome, that's the Oake. 

Emp. The manner. 

Com. Eafie : whilefl our thunderbolts 
Are anuiling abroad, call Satyran home, 
He in his fadome metes vafl ArgozUs^ 
Huge GaleafTes, and fuch wodden Caftles, 
As by enchantment of the waters moue : 
To his, marry yours and ours ; and of them all 
Create a braue Armado^ fuch a Fleete, 
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That may breake Nepiunes backe to cany it : 
Such for varietie, number, puiffance, 
As may fetch all the Fairie Land in turfes. 
To make a greene for you to walke vpon 
In Babilon. 

I. King. Inuincible ! goe on. 

Com. Now when the volley of thofe murdring (hot 
That are to play firil on Titaniaes bread. 
And (yet) leane on their refls, goe off and kill her, 
So that the very Aluerado giuen, 
Sounds the leail hope of conquefl ; then, then (hew 
Yoiu* warlike Pageants dancing on the waues. 
Tours is the Land, the Nation are your flaues. 

Omn. Counfell from Heauen ! 

Emp. None this (hall ouer-whelme : 
Braue voyage ! Rig out (hips, and fetch a Realme. 

Exeunt. 

Parydell and Palmio. 

Pal. You ariuc on a bled (hore. The freight 
you bring 
Is good : it will be bought vp of vs all 
With our deere blouds : be condant, doe not warpe 
In this your zeale to Babilon. 

Paryd Craue Palmio^ 
To you I haue vnladen euen my foule, 
The wings from home that brought me had (ick 

feathers. 
Some you haue puld off: my owne countrey graffe 
Was to my feet (harpe needels (ducke vpright) 
I tread on downe-beds now. 

Pal. But are your countre)rmen 
(I meane thofe that in thought with vs fead richly) 
Fed with the courfe bread of afflidlion dill I 

Paryd. Still father Palmio dill, and to relieue 
them 
I dare doe what I told you. 

Pal. Noble valour ! 



\ 
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Fary. Thankes Sir. 

G€nt. Met happily, I look'd for you. 

Fary, Deere coundTinan the parly we late held 
About the land that bred vs, as how order 
Was rob'd of ceremonie (the rich robe of order) 
How Truth was freckled, fpotted, nay made leaprous : 
How luilice — 

Gent, Come, no more. 

Fary, Euen now (as then) 
You ward blowes off from her, that at all weapons 
Strikes at your head : but I repent we drew not 
That dialogue out to length, it was fo fweet 

Gent, At houres more opportune we (hal : but 
countryman 
I heard of late the muficke of my foule. 
And you the inflrument are made that founds it : 
Tis giuen me, that your felfe hath feal'd to heauen 
A bond of your deuotion, to goe forth 
As champion of vs all, in that good quarrell. 
That hath cofl many Hues. 

Fary, What need we vfe 
Circumgyrations, and fuch wheelings ? Sir, 
Beleeue it, to recouer our ficke Nurfe 
Ide kill the nobleft fofter-child (he keepes. 

Gent, I know what bird you meane, & whom you 
hate, 
But let him (land to Call : no fir, the Deere 
Which we all hope you'le (Irike, is euen the pride 
And glory of the Forrefl : So, or not 

Fary, My vowes are flowne vp, and it mud be 
done, 
So this may be but fettled. 

Gent, Doe you flagger 1 

Fary, All winds are not yet layd. 

Gent, Haue you looked out 
For skilfiill coaflers, that know all the founds. 
The flats, and quicke fands, and can fafely land 

you 
Out of all touch of danger t 
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Pary. I haue met many^ 
And like a confort they hold feuerall tunes 

Gent. But make they mulicke 

Pary. Faith a little jarring ; 
Sometimes a firing or fo : yet reuerend Palmio, 
And AnnibaU a Cadreio keepe the (Ireame 
In which I fwim : the Nuntio Pagazzoni 
Plies me with wholefome phificke ; fo the Nuntio^ 
My honored Friend Campeggio makes it cleere, 
That it is lawful!. 

Gent, Where at (lick you then I 

Pary. At a fmall rocke, (a difpenfation.) 

Raggazzoniy Palmio^ Campeggio^ &* the Albanoys, 

Gent, You cannot want for hands to helpe you 
forward : 
In fuch a noble worke your friends are neere ; 
Deere Countriman, my fword, my (late, and honor, 
Are for your vfe, goe on ; and let no heate 
Thaw your (Irong refolution^ I (hall fee you, 
Before you take to Sea. 

Pary, You (hall. 

Gen, My dewtie. 

Pal, This is the worthy Gentleman, to whome 
I wi(h your loue endeer'de : we haue fome conference. 

Pary, Borne Sir in Fairy Land I 

Alba, No marry Sir — An Albanois, 

Pary, Then for proximitie 
Of Countries, let vs enterchange acquaintance, 
I wi(h*d for your embracements, for your name 
Is crown'd with titles of integritie, 
ludgement and Learning : let me vpon their Bafes 
Eredl a piller, by which Babylon^ 
And all we may be (Irengthned. 

Alba, I pray be apert and plaine. 

Pary, Then thus Sir ; by the way of Argument 
I would a quedion put, to tad your cenfure, 
Becaufe I doe not foundly reli(h it. 

Alba, Propone it Sir, lie folue it as I can. 
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Fia. Why ? is (hee fpotted t 

Tru. All ouer, with flrange vglines, all ouer, 

Fla. Then (he has got the pox, and lying at my 
hod Gryncumsy fince I left her company : how foeuer 
it be thou and I will line honed togither in one houfe, 
becaufe my court midiis will haue it fo : I haue beene 
a Trauailer a great while, plaine dealing hath lept 
from country to country, till he had fcarce a paire of 
foales to Carrie him. 

Tru. Why I in what Countries haue you beene % 

Fla, In more then I had mind to day in ; I haue 
beene amongd the Turkes too, the Turkes made as 
much of poore plaine dealing, as thofe whom we call 
Chridians. 

Tru. What man is that great Turket I neuer 
faw him : 

Fla. Nor euer (halt : why the great Turke is a 
very little fellow; I haue feene a fcuruy little bad 
paltry Chridian, has beene taken for the greated 
Tiu*ke there. 

Tru. Where had you bin, when now you met with 
me. 

Flain. Looking vp and downe for thy felfe : and 
yet I lie too, now I remember, I was in the citie : 
our midreffe would needes haue me goe thither, to 
fee fadiions : I could make an excellent Taylor for 
Ladies and gentlemen, and fooles, for I haue feene 
more fadiions there, then a pidlure drawer makes 
skuruy faces, the fird two yeares of his trade : its the 
madded circle to coniure in, that euer raiz'd fpirit. 

Truth. Tell me good kinfman, what in the citie 
faw you I 

Plain. What did I fee ? why He tell thee cozen ; 
I fawe no more confcience in mod of your rich men, 
then in Tauerne faggots : nor no more fobemes in 
poore men, then in Tauerne fpiggots : I fee that 
citizens fine wiues vndo their husbands (by their 
pride) within a yeare after they are married ; and 
within halfe a yeare after they be widdowes, knights 
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vndo them : the/le giue a 100. pound to be dubd 
ladies, and to ride in a coach, when they haue fcarce 
another hundred pound left to keep the horfes. But 
cozen Truths I met in one flreet a number of men 
in gowns, with papers in their hands, what are all 
thofe t 

jyuth. Oh ! they are the fonnes of luilice ; they 
are thofe 
That beat the kingdom leuell^ keep it fmooth 
And without rubs : they are Uie poore mans captaine, 
The rich mans fouldier, and cal'd Lawiers. 

Plain. Lawiers 1 doefl know any of them % 

Truth. A few. 

Plain, I wondred what they were, I asked one of 
them if they were going to foot-ball, yes laid he, doe 
you not fee thofe countrey fellowes, we are againfl 
them ; and who do you thinke (hall winne, laid I, oh 
laid he, the gownes, the gownes. 

Enter Time. 

Time. Follow me Truth \ Plaine dealing follow 
me. Exit. 

Plain. He charges like a Conflable ; come, wee 
are his watch: follow me? Is our Time mad I 
O braue mad Time. Exeunt. 

Dumbjhew. A cauefuddenly breakes open^ and cut of 
it comes Falfhood, {attir'd as Truth^is) her face 
fpotted^fhee stickes ip her banner on the top of the 
Caue ; then with her foot in feuerall places strikes 
the earthy and vp rifeth Campeius ; a Frier with 
a boxe : a gentleman with a drawn fword^ another 
with rich gloues in a boxe, another with a bridle^ 
Time, Truth with her banner, and Plain-dealing 
enter 6^ stcmd aloof e beholding cUl. 

Time. See there's the Caue, where that Hyena 
lurkes, 

R 2 
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That counterfete thy voyce» & calles forth men 
To their deftrudlion. 

Fkun. How full of the imall poxe (hee is, what 
ayles (hee to (lamp thus t is the whore mad I how 
now % Yea do you rife before Doomes day ; father 
TlmCy what conduit-pipes are thefe, that breake out of 
the earth thus f 

Tinu, The conduit-heads of treafon, which conuey 
Confpiracies, fcandals, and ciuill difcord, 
Mailacres, poyfonings, wrackes of fjadth and fealtie 
Through Fairies hearts, to tume them into elues : 
See Thith^ fee fonne, the fnake flips off his skinne, 
A fcholler makes a ruffian. 

Plain. Now mufl* that ruffian cufife the fcholler, if 
I were as he. 

Time. And fee, that (hape which earil fliew'd 
reuerend, 
And wore the outward badge of fandtitie. 
Is cloath'd in garments of hypocriiie. 

Plain. See, fee, father, he has a iacke in a boxe : 
whats that ) 

Tinu. A wild beafl, a mad bull, a bull that roares, 
To fright allegiance from true fubie6ls bofoms ; 
That Bull mull bellow, at the Flamins gate : 
His gate, that tends the flockes of all thofe (heep. 
That graze in the fatfl paflure of the land, 
Beeing all inclos'd : that bull will on his backe 
Beare all. 

Plain. Whither 1 whither 1 

Time. To hell : tis faid to heauen 
That will but fit him, till with hoofe or home. 
He goare the annointed Fairie. 

Plain. Such Bulls haue I feene fent out oi Babylon^ 
to runne at people : I (hould once haue rid vpon one 
Qf them, but he that beg'd my office, broke his necke 
by the baigaine, and ^u'd me a labour : whats he 
with the fword, a mailer of the noble Science ? 

Thith. A noble villaine : fee, he pulls down 
heauen 
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With imprecations, if that blade he fheath not, 
In our fweet miflreffe bread. 

Pslain. O rogue ! what good cloathes hee weares, 
and yet is a villaine t 

7}ptt. I, doe : clap hands vpon't, that poyfoned 
gloue, 
Shall (Irike thee dead to death, with the (Irong fent 
Of thy dilcouered treafon. 

P/ain, Whats that horfe-courfer with the bridle f 

Time. A flaue, that fince he dares not touch 
her head. 

Would worke vpon her hand : laugh andconfpire ; 

The higher ^dllajn eg^climbe^they fall die hig hgr. 

PJdin. ^"'Stay fathe^ nowTKe^rmie comes forward : 
(hee takes downe the flagge, belike their play is done ; 
what will (hee beare the collours ? thou had collour 
enough in thy face already, thou needd no more : 
did ye euer fee a more lowfie band t there's but two 
rapiers in the whole regiment : now they muder, now 
they double their files : marke how their hands juggle, 
and lay about ; this is the maine battell : O well flori(ht 
Ancient ! the day is their's ; fee, now they found 
retrait : whither march they now t Exeunt. 

Tim. To death ; their falles, thus TYme and ThutA 
proclaime, 
They (hall like leaues drop from the Tree of (hame. 
Lets follow them. 

P/ain, To the gallowest not I ; what doe we 
know, but this freckled face queane, may be a 
witch. 

Time. Shee is fo ; (hee's that damned forcereffe, 
That keepes the inchanted towers of Babylon. 
This is the Truth ; that did bewitch thee once. 

Plain. Is this fpeckled toade (heef Shee was 
then in mine eye, 
The goodlied woman that euer wore fore part of 

Sattin: 
To fee what thefe female creatures are, when they 
deale with 2. or 3. Nations ; how quickly they were 
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carbuncles & rich ilones t now (hee is more vgly then 
a bawd. 

Truth, Shee look*d fo then ; fairenes it felfe doth 
cloth her 
In mens eyes, till they fee me, and then they loath 
her. 

Thru. Loofe no more minutes, come, lets follow 
them. 

Plain, With hue and crie, now I know her : this 
villanous drab is bawd, now I remember, to the Whore 
of Babylon \ and weele neuer leaue her, till fliee be 
carted : her &ce is full of thofe red pimples with 
drinking Aquauite^ the common drinke of all bawdes : 
come. Exeunt, 

Tltania^ Elfiron^ Ftorimd^ a gentleman standing 

aloof Cj and Ropus, 

Titan, What comes this paper for t 

Fid, Your hand. 

Titan, The caufel 

Fidd, The Moone that from your beames did 
borrow light, 
Hath from her filuer bow (hot pitchy clowds 
T'ecdipfe your brightnes : heauen tooke your part, 
And her furpriz'd ; A jurie of bright flarres, 
Haue her vnworthy found to fhine agen : 
Your Fairies therefore on their knees intreat, 
Shee may be puld out from the firmament. 
Where (hee was plac'd to glitter. 

Titan. Muil we then, 
Strike thofe whom we haue lou'd % albeit the children, 
Whom we haue nourifht at our princely bread, 
Set daggers to it, we could be content 
To chide, not beat them, (might we vfe our will,) 
Our hand was made to faue, but not to kill 

Flor, You mud not (caufe hee's noble) fpare his 
blood. 

Titan, We (hould not, for hee's noble that is 
good. 
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Fid, The fall of one, like multitudes on yce, 
Makes all the red, (of footing) be more nyce : 
But if by ventring on that glafsie floore 
Too farre, he finks, and yet rife with no more harme, 
Ten thoufand to like danger it doth arme : 
All mercy in a Prince, m^es vile the (late, 
All juilice makes euen cowards defperate. 

Jttan, In neither of thefe feas, fpread we our 
(ayles, 
But are the impartiall beame between both fcales ; 
Yet if we needs mull bow, we would incline 
To that where mercy lies, that fcale's diuine : 
But fo to (aue were our owne bread to wound, 
Nay (which is more) our peoples : for their good, 
We muil the Surgeon play, and let out blood. 
Euery Peeres biith flidces a new (larre in heauen, 
But filing by Luciferan infolence. 
With him a Conilellation drops from thence. 
Giue me his Axe — how foon the blow is giuen t 

writes 
Witneffe : fo little we in blood delight^ 
That doing this worke, we wifh we could not write. 
Let's walke my Lords. Florimdf 

Flar, Madame. 

TUan, Stay : 
Not one arm*d man amongft vs t you might now 
Be all old-beaten fouldiers : truth I thanke ye ; 
If I were now a jewel worth the dealing, 
Two theeues might bind you alL 

Omn, With much adoe. 

Tit€L I marry I commend yon gentleman. 
Pmy Sir come neere, looke you, hee*s well prouided 
For all rough wethers : Sir, you may be proud, 
That you can giue armes better then thefe Lords, 
I thanke you yet, that if a (lorme fliould fall, 
We could make you our ihelter. A good fword t 
This would goe through dich ; had I heart to kill 
rde widi no better weapon ; but our dayes 
Of quarreling are pad ; ShaU we put vp Sir, 
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We ha put vp wrongs ere now, but this is right. 
Nay we are not fallmg yet. 

Flor. It did vs good 
To fee how your Maieflick prefence dawnted 
The filly gendeman. 

T/'/o. The fUlie gentleman ! 

Fid, He knew not how to (land, nor what to 
fpeak. 

Tiia, The (illy gentleman t know you him Lords 1 
Where is hee % 

Flar, Gotten hence poore wretch with (hame. 

Tita. That wretch hath fwome to kill me with 
that fword. 

Omn, How ? 

Fid. The traytor. 

Fior, Locke the Court gates. 

OmtL Guard her perfon. Exeunt amms. 

Tita, You guard it well Alacke ! when louers 
wooe, 
An extreame ioy and feare, them fo apall. 
That ouer much loue, (hewes no loue at adl. 
Zeale fometimes ouer-does her part — It's right — 
When the (rais dpne, Cowards crie whers the Flight 

Pentioners. 

FlorimelL 

Ftor, The wolfes in his own fnare : O damned 
(laue ! 
I had like to ha made his heart my ponyards graue. 
How got you to this knowledge 1 — bleffed heauen ! 

Tita, It came vnto me (Irangely : (rom a window, 
Mine eyes tooke marke of him ; that he would (hoot 
Twas told me, and I tried if he durft doo't 
Is Ropus here, our Do<5lor1 

Rop, Gratious Lady. 

Tita, You haue a lucky hand fmce you were ours. 
It quickens our ta(l well \ (ill vs of that 
You la(l did minider : a draught, no more, 
And give it (ire, euen Dodlor how thou wilt. 
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Rop. I made a new extra6lion, you (hall neuer 
Rellifh the like. 

Tyta. Why, fliall that be my laftl 
Ro, Oh my deere Miflres ! 

Exit Ropus. Enter Farthenophill, 

Tyta, Go, go, I dare fware thou lou'fl ray very 
heart 

Farth. This fcaly Serpent 
Is throwne (as he deferues) vpon the Sword 
Of luilice ; and to make thefe tydings twinnes, 
I bring this happy newes, CatnpeitiSy 
^A Snake that in my bofome once I waim'd :) 
The man for whome . 

Tyta, Oh, wee remember him. 

Parth. This Owle, that did not loue your facred 
Ught, 
Stole or'e the Seas by darknes, and was held 
In Babilon a bird of noble flight : 
They toum'd him to a Gofhawke, fether'd him 
Arm'd him with tallents, & then gaue him bels, 
And hither charg'd him fly, he did : and foar'd 
0*re all your goodlyefl woods, and thickeil groues, 
Inticing birdes that had the skill in fong, 
To leame harlh notes : and thofe that fail'd in voice, 
He taught to pecke the tender bloflbmes off. 
To fpoyle the leauy trees, and with fharpe bils 
To mangle all the Golden eares of come. 
But now hee's tan*e. 

Tyta. Good (heapheards ought not care, 
How many foxes fall into the Snare. 

Enter Elfyran, 

Elf. Your ciuill Doaor, Dodlor Paridell 
Cafls Anchor on your fhores againe, being freighted 
With a good venture, which he faies, your felfe 
Mud onely haue the fight of. Exit 
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lyta. Bring him hither : 
Lord FlorimdLt pray caU Fiddi to vs. 

Florimdly FtdeU^ Ropus. 

Tyia. Sure 'tis too hot 

Fid. Oh roague I 

lyta. Set it to coole. 

Hd. Hell and damnation, Diuels. 

Flor. What's that ? 

Fid. The damned'fl treafon 1 Dog : you whorfen 
dog; 
O blefled mayd : let not the toad come neere her : 

What's this 1 If t be his brewing, touch it not 

For 'tis a drench to kill the flrongeil Deuill, 
That's Druncke all day with brimilone : come fucke, 
Weezell, 

Sucke your owne teat, you pray, Thou art 

preferu'd. 

lyta. From what t Fromwhomel 

Fid Looke to that Glider-pipe : 
One crowne doe's feme thy toume, but heere's a 

theefe. 
That mud haue 50000. crownes to (leale 
Thy life ; Here 'tis in blacke and white — thy life, 
Sirra thou Vrinall^ jynoco^ Gama, 
Andradoy and Ibarra^ names of Diuels, 
Or names to fetch vp Diuels : thou knowed thefe 
Scar-crowes. 

Fop, Oh mee ! O mercy, mercy ! I confede. 

Fid. Well fayd, thou dialt be hang'd then. 

Tyta. Haue we for this 
Heap'd fauours on thee. 

Shee r codes ifu Utter, Fnter Gard. 

Fid, Heape halters on him : call the Guard : out 
polecat : 
He fmels, thy confcience dincks Dodlor goe purge 
Thy foule, for 'tis difeas'd. Away with Ropus, 
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Omn. Away with him : foh. 

Rop, Here my tale but out 

Fid. Ther's too much out already. 

Rop. Oh me acouf ed ! and mod miferable. 

Exit with Guard. 

lyta. Goodnes of vertue ! is my bloud fo fweet, 
That they would pay fo deere for't. 

Fid. To fucke Lambes, 
What would not Wolues doe, he that this paper 

writte, 
Had neuer meaning we (hould finger it 

Tyta. Our mercy makes them cruell, hunt out thefe 
Leopards : 

iTheir own fpots will betray them : they build caues 
Euen in our parkes : to them, him, and the reft, 
Let death be fent, but fent in fuch a fhape, 
As may not be too frightfulL Alacke ! what glorie 
Is it to bufifet wretches bound in giues t 
The debt is derely paid that's payd with liues 
Oh ! leaue vs alL 

Enter Eifiran and Fariddl. 

Fid. More Doctors ! if this doe 
Afwell as tother, beft to hang him too. Exeunt. 

Tytania^ Faridell. 

Tyta. Flarimell ! Stay, 
But giue vs liberty. 

Fari. This is the bleffed day for which (through 
want 
Of thofe bright rayes that fparkle from your eyes) 
My frozen foule hath languilh'd Goddefle compleate. 
If you, a wretch fo meane, will bid to fpeake, 
I (hall vnclafpe a booke whofe very firft line, 
(Being not well pointed) is my doome to death : 
But if your facred iudgement (on the Margine,) 
Controwle all wreiling comments^ All ypur fubie^ls 
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Will fold me in their bofomes. 

Tyta, Giue your minde. 

Par. A Pilgrim haue I been on forren fhores, 
(Your gracious hand allowed it) in my wandring, 
With Monilers I encountred of (Iraunge (hape, 
Some that fuckt poyfon vp, and fpet it foorth, 
Vpon your land : fome, that (hot forked (linges, 
At your mod God-like perfon : all were G3rantSy 
Fighting againfl the heauen of your blefl raigne : 
With thefe (oh pardon me !) with thefe I held 
A polliticke league, the lines of all their treafons^ 
(Drawne from one damned circle) met in mee, 
My heart became the Center, and the point 
Was this I dare not tell it 

Tyta. Speake % 

Pari. To kill you. 

Tyta, How durfl you (being our fubiefl) wade 
fofarl 

Par, Your eare of mercy, I became a fpunge / 
To drincke vp all their mifchiefe, and lay drown'd ' 
In their infedled waters, (with much loathing,) 
Onely that I before you might wring out 
This their corruption, and my felfe make cleere. 
And now (immortall maid) i'me not vnlike 
A casket wherein papers (tuft with danger, 
Haue clofe beene lockt, but thofe tane out, the 

chea 
Serues to good vfe, fo may my loyall bred : 
For from their flintie hearts what fparkes I got, 
Were but to (ire themfelues. 

Tyta, I praife your plotte, 
You make vs now your debter, but a day 
Will come, when we (hal pay. My Lord, we want 
your Arme. 

Pary. Vmh I I feare 

Tyta. Do6lor, weele haue (Sir) other Dialogues. 

Exetiftt. 

Pary, O (hallow foole, thou haft thy felfe vndone, 
Shees hardned and thou melted at one funne. Exit, 
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Enter Como, and the three Kings. 

Como, Our eyes haue lulled for you, and your 
prefence 
Comes as the light to day, Ihowers to the fpring, 
Or health to (icke men. 

3. King. Thankes mod reuerend Fathers, 

1. Kif^. Our bloud ranne all to water^ yea our 
foules 

Stroue all (at once) t'expire, (when it was blowne 
Hither from Faiery land, that all the darts 
Which ours heere, and your arme deliuered there, 
Fell either (hort, or lighted vpon yce) 
Led you had lod bloud in the enterprize. 

3. King. No, I weare dronger Armour : gameder- 
like 
I fawe the dogges brought forth ; and fet them on. 
Till the DiueU parted them ; but pluckt off none, 
I kept aloofe out of the readi of pawes : 
Better to fight with Lions then with lawes. 
What drummes are thefe % 

2. King. Muficke of heauen. 
Como. The dancers reuell in deele. 

I. King. Thefe march to fill our Fleete. 

3. King. From whence weele march with prowd 
vidlorious feete. 

And walke on Fayeries hearts, their beaten waies 
With their owne heades weele pane, whild ours ifith 

bayes. 
And c^e (the conquering fouldiers wreath) we 

crowne : 
Thefe hookes, or none, mu d pull their Cities downe , 
Inuafion is the fire : SeeTSee, I'th Ayref 
Angels hang beckoning vs to make more hade, 
Vengeance deferd growes weake, and runs to wade. 
Whats this t 

Enter a H err old before one : founds once^ andjlaics. 
Como. Ere we take (hip, we mud to Court 
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Omn, Away. 

3. Aa^. In thunder : tis the (ouldieis fport 



The Herrald r&tda. 

Herald, It is the Imperiall pleafme, decree, pe- 
remptory edidl, and dreadfiill ccnmnand (vpon 
painc of a curfe to be denoanced vi^tm him that 
is difobedient) from her who hath power giuen 
her to make the backes of flubbome Kings her 
foote-flooles, and Emp^rours her vaflailes : die 
mother of Nations ; the triple-crowned head of 
the world ; the purple-rider of the glorious bead ; 
the mofl high, mofl fupreame, and mod adc^ed 
Emprefle ^ Babilon ; that no Captaine Generals 
of Armies, Generals of Squadrons, Admirals^ 
Colonels, Captaines, or any other Officeis of her 
magnificent, incomparable, formidable, and in- 
uindble Armaday which is ordayned to fwallow 
vp the kingdome of Faiery, (hall prefume to fet 
one foote on (hip-bord, till her facred hand hadi 
blefled the enterprize by fealing them all on the 
forhead, and by bowing their knees before the 
Beast Sound, goe on. Exeunt, 

Dumbjhew : Empreffe on the Beafl. 

Emp. Feeles the bafe earth our weight I ifl com- 
• mon Aire 
We fuck in and refpire ? doe feruile clowdes, 
(Whofe azure winges fpread ouer graues and tombes) 

/Our glorious body ciraimyoluf % dare night 
Caft her black-nets into dayes crillal l flreames, 
To draw vp darknefle on our golden beames : 
And vs t' ecclipfe, why is not Babilan 
In a contorted chaire made all of flarres, 
Wound vp by wheeles as high, nay boue the thrones 
Supemall, which with loues owne feate (land euen, 
That we might ride heere as the Queene of heauen. 
And with a fpume from our controwling foote, 
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That fhould like thunder (hake th' etheriall floore. 
Of life and heauen them both at once bereaue. 
That thither vp dare clime without our leaue. 

Com, You doe : you ride there now this is your 
Sphere, 
Earth is all one with heauen when you are heere. 

3. King, Yet ther's a hell on earth or if not hell, 
Diuels there are or worfe then Diuels, that roare 
Onely at you. 

Emp, At vs ? what, dare they roare I 

3. King, Your pardon, and ile tell it 

Emp. Tell : We feare 
No fpots, the orbe we (hine in is fo cleere. 

3. King. Thus then : the Faiery Adders hiffe : 
they call you 
The fuperditious Harlot : purple whore : 
The whore that rides on the rofe-coloured beail : 
The great whore, that on many waters fitteth, 
Which they call many Nations : whilil their Kings, 
Are flaues to (ate your lud, and that their bloud, 
(When with them you haue done) femes as a flood, 
For you to drinke or fwimme in. 

Omn. O prophane ! 

Emp. Goe on : the fearching (inall woimds is no 
paine. 

3. Kir^, Thefe cowards thus when your back's 
tumd (that ftrike) 
Follow their blowe and fweare, that where you claime, 
Supremacie monarchall ouer Kings, 
Tis but your tiranous pride, and not your due. 

Emp. But what your felues giue, what haue we 
from you I 
You fey we are your mother, and if fo. 
Mud not fonnes kneele % they pay but what they owe. 

3. Kir^, They fey the robes of purple whidi you 
weare. 
Your fcarlet veiles, and mandes are not giuen you 
As types of honour and regality, 
But dyed fo deepe with bloud vpon them fpilt, 
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And that (all or'e) /are with red murder gilt 

The drinke euen in that golden cup, they fweare 

Is wine fophiflicated, that does runne 

Low on the lees of error, which in tsUle, 

Is fweete and like the neate and holfome iuyce 

Of the true gxEpe, but tis ranke poyfon downe. 

Omn, Haue we not all it taRed I 

Etnp, Nay, vtter alL 
Out of their lips you fee flowes naught but gall. 

3. King, What can my breath doe more, to blafl 
your cheekes. 
And leaue them glowing as red gads of fleele ^ 
My tongue's aheady blillred founding this, 
Yet mull I whifper to your (acred eare : 
That on your brow (they fay) is writ a name 
In letters mifticall, which they interpret 
Confufion^ by great Babylon they meane 
The Citie of Confufion. 

Etnp, View our forhead ? 
Where are we printed with fuch Charadlers ? 
Point out thefe markes : Which of you all can lay 
A finger on that Moale which markes our face I 

3. King. They fay you can throw mills before our 
eyes, 
To make us thinke you faire. 

Otnn, Damnd blafphemies. 

Com. You (hall with rods of iron fcouige thefe 
treafons. 

1. King, The Mace is in your hand, grinde them 
to du(L 

2. King, And let your blowes be found. 

3. King, For they are iud. 

Etnp, Lets heare with what lowde throats our 
thunder fpeakes, 
Repeate our vengeance o*re, which to beate Kings 
Muft now flie o're the feas with linnen winges. 

Com, Our Galeons, GalealTes, Zabraes, Gallies, 
Ships, Pynaces, Pataches, huge Caruiles, 
For number, rib and belly are fo great, 
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That fhould they want a Sea neere Faiery land 
Of (lei)th to beare them vp, they in their wombs 
Might fwim with a fea thither : here are breifes 
Of your imperiall Armies. 

Emp. Reade them lowde : 
Thunder ner'e fpeakes, but the voice crackes a clowde. 

Com. In the firil Squadron twelue great Galeons : 
Floate like twelue moouing Caflles : Zabraes two, 
Habilimented glorioufly for warre, 
With Souldiers, Seamen, fliot, and ordinance : 
This Squadron (lout Meifyna does command : 
Who of the maine is Captaine Generall. 
The fecond Squadron braue Recalde leades. 
Being Admiral! to foureteene Galleons. 
Floras de Valdes guides the third, the fourth 
Followes the filken dreamers of the haughty 
Pedro de Valdes that tiyed warriour. 
Oquendo in the fift front cries a Charge. 
Brctandona bringes vp the Leuantines 
With his fixt Squadron : Gomes de Medyna 
Waftes vp the feauenth like the God of warre, 
The eighth obayes Mendoza : and the ninth 
Fierce Vgo de Mon^da : all thefe Squadrons, 
For veffell, numbred are one hundred thirtie. 
The fight of Souldiers, Marriners, and Slaues 
Twentie nine thoufand, eight hundred thirtie three. 
Peeces of braffe for battery thefe, 
Six hundred thirtie : adde to thefe Gallions 
Twentie Caruiles, and Saluees ten : which make 
The whole Armada, eightfcore lullie faile. 
Add to all thefe your Generals of Armies, 
Your Captaines, Enfigne bearers, (which in role. 
Are eightfcore and eleauen) the Voluntaries, 
With officers and feruants, then the Regiments 
That are in pay : to thefe, all men of orders. 
All minillers of iuftice ; and to thefe 
Supplies of forces that mud fecond vs, 
And lad that hod of darres which from the Moone 
Will fall to guide vs on : thefe totald vp, 

2 s 
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You (hall a hundred thowiand fwordes behold 

Brandiih't at once, whofe — (landes 

Men will feeme borne with weapons in their handes. 

Emp, Goe : cut the fait fome with yoi^ mooned 
keeleSy 
And let our Galeons feele euen child-birth panges^ 
Till their great bellies be deliuered 
On the foft Faiery (hoares : captiue their Queene, 
That we may thus take off her crowne, whild (he 
Kneeles to thefe glorious wonders, or be trampled 
To death for her contempt : bume, batter, kill, 
Blow vp, pull downe, mine all, let not white haires, 
Nor red cheekes blunt your wrath, (hatch babes fiom 

brefts, 
And when they crie for milke, let them fucke bloud, 
Tume all their fieldes to lakes of gellyed goare. 
That Sea-men one day iayling by the land 
May fay, there Faiery kingdome once did (land. 

Omn. The)r (halL 

3. King, Tis done already. 

Emp, To be fure 
You all are ours, bow and adore the bead, 
On whome we ride. 

Omn. We fall beneath his feete. 

Emp. Be bled, obedience is in fonnes mod 
fweete, 
O drange, to you he doopes as you before him, 
Humility, he bowes whild you adore him : 
To kindle ludie fires in all your bloud, 
A health to all, and as our cup goes rownd. 
Draw neere, weele marke you for our chofen flocke : 
Who buildes on heartes confirmd, buildes on a rocke : 
The feale of heauen ! who on their foreheads weare it. 
We choofe for counfaile : on their hands who beare it. 
We marke for A6lion : Heere, a health to all. 

Omn. Braue health ! to pledge it, fee Kings pro- 
drate fall. Kn^e. 

Emp, On. 

AiL On. 
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3. Kin^, Sing warre thy lowd and loftiefl notes. 
We winne ; our (hips meete none but fi(her-boates. 

Exeunt 

Enter Paxidell and his kin/man. 

Pari. What if I (hewe you a foundation, 
Finne as earthes fixed Center % a (Irong warrant. 
To (Irike the head off, an Iniun£lion 
That bids me doo't : A difpenfation 
For what I doe : A pardon fign'd, that giues 
Indulgence plenariey and full remiflion 
(For any criminall breach of the highefl Law) 
After 'tis done : nay more, a voice as cleere 
As that of Angels, which proclaimes the a6l, 
Good, honourable, meritorious, 
Lawful], and pyous, what if I fliew you this % 

Coz, Come, come, you cannot, then let riotous 
heires 
Beg pattents to kill fathers : graunt but diis 
Murder may be a faire Monopoly^ 
And Princes ilab'd by Adls of parliament : 
Who i'd dare that thing meritorious call, 
Which feindes themfelues count dialx^icall t 

Pari. Your coldnes makes me wonder : why 
Ihould you 
Ronne vp to'th necke, from drowning to faue her. 
That treades vpon your head, your throat, to fincke 
you? 

Coz, Say you ihould wound me: (hould I (in 
reuenge) 
Miurdcr my felfe ? for what can be the clofc 
But death, difhonour ; yea, damnation 
To an adt fo bafe, nay fo impoffible. 

Pari, Impoffible ; the parting of the ayre. 
Is not more eafy : looke vpon the Court, 
Through narrowe fights, and fhees the fairefl marke. 
And foonefl hit of any : like the Turke 
Shee walkes not with a lanifarie-Guard^t 
Nor (as the Ruffian with fowle big-boand flaues. 

s 2 
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Strutting on each fide with the dicing Axe^ 

Like to a payre of hangmen : no» alas : 

Her Courts of Guard zrt Ladies, & (fometimes) 

Shee's in the garden with as (inall a trayne, 

As is the Sun in heauen : and our AcceiTe, 

May then as eafy be as that of Clyents, 

To Lawyers out of terme-^ime. 

Coz. Grant all this : 
Nay, fay the blow were giuen : how would you fcape f 

FarL Oh fir, by water. — 

Coz. I but— 

Pari. Nay good cozen. — 
; Coz. You leape as (hort at fafety, as at (larres. 
By water : why the gates will all be lockt, 
Wayters you mud haue none. 

Pari. Heare me. 

Coz. Heare me, 
You mud not haue a man, and if you kill 
With powder, ayre betrayes you. 

Pari. Powder ! no fir, 
My dagge (hall be my dagger : Good fweete Cozen, 
Marke but how fmooth my pathes are : looke you fir. 

Coz. J haue thought vpon a courfe. 

Pari. Nay, nay, heare mine, 
You are my marke, fuppofe you are my marke, 
My leuell is thus lowe, but er*e I rife. 
My hand's got vp this hie : the deere being flrucke, 
The heard that (land about fo frighted are, 
I (hall haue leaue to fcape, as does a pirate. 
Who hauing made a (hot through one more (Irong, 
All in that (hip runne to make good the breach, 
Whilft th' other failes away. How like you this % 

Coz. As I like paper harnefle. 

Part. Ha, well, pawfe then : 
This bow (hall (land vnbent, and not an arrow 
Be (hot at her vntill we take our ayme 
In 5. lassoes parke ; a rare, rare Altar ! 
The fitt'il to facrifize her bloud vpon ; 
It (hall be there : in S. lagoes parke : 
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Ha coz ! it (hall bethere : in the meane time. 

We may keepe followers (nine or ten a peece) 

Without fufpition : numbers may worke wonders ; 

The (lorme being fudden too : for were the guard 

A hundred (bx>ng about her, looke you fir, 

All of vs well appoynted — Cafe of dags 

To each man, fee you % you (hoote there, we heere, 

Unleffe fo Jie fpirits put the bullets by, 

Ther's no efcape for her : fay the dags faile, 

Then to our fwordes. — Come, ther's no mettle in you. 

Coz. No mettle in me ? would your warres were 
honed, 
I quickly would finde Armour : whafs the goade 
So (harpe, that makes you wildely thus to runne 
Vpon your certaine mine t 

Pari. Goad ? (harp ponyards. 
Why (hould I fpare her bloud I 

Coz. She gaue you yours. 

Pari, To ha tan'e it had bin tyrany, her ownc lips 
Confed I (Irucke her lawes not hard : I ha fpent 
My youth, and meanes in feruing her : what reape I % 
Wounds (difcontents) whatgiues (he met good words, 
(Sweet meates that rotte the eater :) why, laft day 
I did but begge of her the mai(ler(hip 
Of Santa Cataryna^ twas denied me. 

Coz. She keepes you to a better. 

Pari. I tu(h, thats not all : 
My bonds are yonder feald ; And (b^ mud fall. 

Coz. Well coz, lie hence. 

Pari. When fliall I fee you I 

Coz. Hah. 
Soone : very foone : fooner than you expert. 
Let me but breath, and what I meane to doe, 
I (hall refolue you. 

Pari. Fare you well. 

Coz. Adue. Exit. 

Tytania^ Elfyron^ Parthenophil^ Parydel^ jRorimell. 

Flor. Newes ; thundring newes fweete Lady : 
Enuy, Ambition, 
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Theft facrilegious, and bafe treafon, lay 

Their heads and handes togither, at one pull 

To heaue you from your throne : that maimifh woman- 

Diuell, 
That lullfuil bloudie Queene of Babylon^ 
Hath (as we gather ripe intelligence) 
Rigd an Armd fleete, which euen now beates the 

waues, 
Boailing to make their wombes our Cities graues. 
lyta. Let it come on : our Generall leades aboue 

them, 
Earth-quakes may kingdomes mooue, but not remooue 

them. 

ludeli. 

Fid, He yonder, he that playes.the fiend at fea. 
The little Captaine that's made all of fire, 
Sweares (Flemming-like) by twenty thou&nd Diuels, 
If our tongues walke thus, and our feete (land (lilly 
So many huige (hips neere our coails are come. 
An Oyfler-boate of ours will fcarce finde roome. 
He fweares the windes haue got the iailes with childe. 
With fuch big bellies, all the linnen's gone, 
To finde them linnen and in Babylon^ 
That theirs not one ragge left. 

Tyta. Why fwels this fleete % 

Fid. Thus they giue out, that you fent forth a 
Draie^ 
Which from their riuers beate their water-fowle, 
Tore filuer feathers from their faired Swannes, 
And pluckt the Halcions winges that roue at fea, 
And made their wilde-duckes vnder- water diue, 
So long, that fome neuer came vp aliue. 
This Sea -pie Babylon^ her bug-Beare calles, 
For when her baftards cry, let the nurfe cry 
But this, the Drake cameSy they hufti prefently, 
For him thei*le cudgell vs : will you ha the troth % 
That fcarlet-whore is thirflie and no bloud, 
But yours, and ours (fweete maide) can doe her good. 
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lyta. That drake (hal out againe : to counfel 

Ix>rds. . 
Fid, Come, come, (hort counfdl : better get long 

fwordes. 
Flor. Good Lady dread not you, what ere beialL 
Fid. Weel'e die firil, yours is the lafl funeral : 
Away, away, away. 

Omn. Pofls, pods, cal meitengers, polls with al 
fpeed. Exmni. 

Tyta. How ? feare ! 
Why (hould white bofomes feare a Tyrants Arme ? 
Tyrants may kill .vs, but not doe vs harme. 
Are we your prifoners that you garde vs thus % 

Exeunt. Manet Pariddl. 

Stay, and you too, we are alone : when lad 
We entertaynd your fpeech (as we remember) 
Clofe traines and dangerous you did difcover 
To fire which you were praid. 

Pari. I was. 

Tyta. And yeelded. 
Albeit it were againd our life. 

Pari. Mod true ; — ^my reafons. — ^— 

Tyta. We foi^get them not : at that time 
Here was but one, (true) but one counceller, 
Who dood aloofe, heaxd nothing ; and though a bloud 
Of courier veines theif ours, would haue beene dird 
Into a fea tempeduous to boyle vp, 
And drowne the Pilate that durd ikile fo farre. 
Yet of our princely grace (tho twas not fitte, 
Nor dood with wifdome) did we filence it 
Thefe heaped fauours, notwithdanding (Dodlor) 
Tis in our eare : the hammers lie not dill. 
But that new clubs of iron are forging now. 
To bruife our bones, and that your felfe doe knowe, 
The very Anuile where they worke. 

Pari. I. 

Tyta. Heare vs, 
Becaufe tis thought fome of thofe worfer (pints. 
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And mod malignant that at midnight rife 
To blafl our Faiery circles by the Moone, 
Are your Familiars. 

ParL Madam. 

lyta. Sir anone. 
Thee therefore I coniure (if not by fiiith, 
Oathed ailegeance, nor thy confcience, 
Perhaps this ranckling vlcerateth them) 
Yet by thy hopes of bliffe, tell, and tell true. 
Who i'll muft let vs bloud % 

Pary. O vnhappie man ; 
That thou (houldd breathe this long : mirrour of 

women, 
I open now my bred euen to the heart. 
My very foule pants on my lips : none, none, 
I know of none. 

Tyta, Well ; none : rife and take heede. 
They are no common droppes when Princes bleede. 
What houre is this I does not my larum drike t 
This watch goes folfe. 

Pari, This watch goes true. 

lyta. All's naught, 

What houre is this 1 

Pari, Thy lad houre, O heauens, furder 
The worke you haue begun : where art thou heart I 

Tyta, Oh we fee*t : Do6lor wind vp the wheele, 
tis downe. . 

Pari. Tis downe. 

TUa, How now ? what drucke thee downe ? thy 
lookes are wilde : 
Why was thine armed hand reard to his height I 
What blacke worke art thou doing ? 

Pari, Of damnation vpon my felfe. 

Tita, How % 

Pari, Your wordes haue fplit my heart in thowfand 
fliiuers, 
Heere, lieere that dickes which I feare will not out. 
Better to die than Hue fufpecfled. Had not your 
bright eyes. 
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Turad backe vpon me, I had long ere this 
Layen at your feete a bloudie facrifice. 

Tyta. Staind Altars pleafe not vs : why doefl thou 
weepe ? 
Thou mak'd my good thoughts of thee now declyne. 
Who loues not his owne bloud, will ne're fpare mine, 
Why doeft thou weepe % 

Pari, When on your face I looke. 
Me thinkes I fee thofe Vertues drawne aliue 
Which did in Elfilyne the feauenth funiiue, 
(Yonr fathers fether, and your grandfather), 
And then that you (hould take me for a ferpent 
Gnawing the branches of that glorious tree, 
The griefe melts euen my foule, O pardon me. 

Tita, Contradl thy fpirits togither, be composed ; 
Take a full man into thee, for beholde 
All thefe blacke clowdes we cleere : looke vp, tis day,| 
The funne (hines on thee (lill : weeFe reade : away — I 

Pari. O matchleffe ; im*e all poyfon, and yet ihe 
Tumes all to goodnes by wife tempering me. 

Goes off . 

Tita. If thou prou'fl copper — well ; this makes vs 
(Irong 
As towers of flint. All traytors are but wanes. 
That beate at rockes, their own blowes digge their 
graues. 

Paridell manet. 

Pari. For not dooing am I damde : how are my 

fpirits 
Halde, tortured, and growne wilde % on leaues eter- 

nail 
Vowes haue I writ fo deepe, fo l^nd them vp, 
So texted them m characters cattail, 
I cannot race them hut I blot my name 
Out of the booke offence : mine oath (lands filde 
On your court-roles. Then keepe ic, vp to heauen 
Thy ladder's but thus hie : courage, to kill 
Ten men 1 (hould not freeze thus : yet her murder 
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Cannot be named bloud-lhed, for her Faieries 

Are all of faith, and fealty adoylecly 

The balme that her annoynted b wafht o% 

Her crowne is now not hers ; vpon the paine 

Of a blacke curfe, no more mtid I obey her. 

I climbe to heauen by this, climbe then and (lay her. 

lyta. A tyrants ftrange, but iuft end ! — Riodes, 
Ran mad for fleepe, and died. Princes that plumge 
Their foules in ranke and godlede appetites 
Mud feeke no red but in the armes dL Sprites. 

Pa. Nothing to read I that (if my nerues fhould 
ihrink 
And make mine arme reuolt) I might haue colour 
To vfurp this walke of hers : whats this ? fee, fee 
An Angel thruds this iron into my hand. 
My warrant fignd from Babylon to kill her, 

Endorfed, the lad will of Fariddl. Readc. 

*Le concede fua Benediflioniy plcnaria indu^enza^ 

E remiffiume di tuiti li pucoH — tuiU li ptccati 

*The very wordes of Cardinal Camo 
his Idler fatt lo Parry, 
All, all my fmnes are paid off, paying this, 
Tis done, tis done. All you bled powers I charme. 
Now, now, knit all your fmewes to this arme. 

As lie offers lojlep to her^ heflaies fodcUnly, vpon Ihc 
approch of Fidely, Florirael, Parthenophil, Elfiron, t?u 
LadieSy a Guard, and the DoHors Cozen, 

Omn, You ha proou'd your felfe a loyall gentle- 
man. 

Fid. The hand of Angels guide vs : Shees not 
heere, 

The Queen's kild ; treafon : Wenches, raife the 
Court. 

Omn, Walke feuerall waies fird. 

Fid, Waies ; fliees murdered : treafon. 

Tyt, Treafon ; a fword. What traytor dare 1 who % 
where i 

Flo, A. guard : the damned ferpent, fee, lurkes 
heere. 
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Fid. Sure heeres fome nefl they breed in : paw 
him fall 
This Woolfe, this Toade (tnarke, he fwelles red with 

poyfon,) 
This learned knaue is fwome to murder thee. 

Pari, I defie any man that fpeakes it 

Fid. Hah: 

Defie this noble, honed gentleman, 
Defie him, he fhal fpit it on thy face, 
Thy beard fcald Do<5lor. 

Paru And doed thou betray met Said thou fot 

Co%. And will feale my fpeech with bloud. 

Pari. My no againd his yea ; My no is as good. 

Fid* Better, his yeas goe naked, and your noes 
Very well clokd : oflf^ come, truth naked goes, 
And heres his naked truth. — SAaves his drawn dag^. 

lyta. Againe. 

Pari, Oh me : — 
Now nothing but your mercy me can faue. 

Tyia, It mud not : Princes that would fafely Hue, 
May grieue at traytors falles but not forgiue. 
Let him be fommond to the barre of fhame. 

Pari. Tis welcome, a blacke life, ends in blacke 
fame. Exit. 

Omn. Away with him. 

Earth. Now to the bufmes, 
We haue one foote. 

Fid. I, I, looke to the head. 
The hangman cures thofe members. 

Tita. What is done t 

FJor. This (facred Lady :) we with either hand 
Have raifde an Armie both by fea and land. 
Your goodly (hips beare the mod royall freight. 
That the world owes (true hearts :) their wombes areful. 
Of noble fpirits, each man in his face 
Shewes a Kings daunting looke, the fouldiers dand 
So thickly on the decke, fo brauely plum'd, 
(The Silken dreamers waning or^e their heades) 
That (feeing them) you would iudge twere Pentecofi, 
And that the ioUie youngdcrs of your townes. 
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Had flockt togither in gay multitudes, 
^ For May-games, and for fummer merriments, 
They looke fo cheerely ; In fuch little roome 
So many Fairies neuer dwelt at once, 
Neuer fo many men were borne fo foone. 
The drum that gaue the call, could not be heard 
For iuilling armours : er'e the call was done. 
It was fo ringd about with groues of pikes, 
That when they brake on both fides to giue way, 
The beating of the drum was thunders noife, 
Whilfl coates of (leele claflit fo on coates of fteele. 
Helmets on helmets that they (Irucke out fire. 
Which fhewd like lightning, or thofe flames that flie 
From the huge Cyclops-hammer, when they fweate 
To foige laues thunder : And in fuch a heate 
With quicknes ru(h they armed forth, captaines fwore, 
Harnefle was fure the cloathes they daily wore. 
Men fader came to fight then to a fead. 

Fid. Nay, women fued to vs they might be preft. 

Partfu Old grandams that on crutches beare vp 
age, 
Full nimbly buckled Armours on their fonnes, 
And when twas on, fhe clapt him on his backe. 
And fpake thus, runne my boye, fight till thwart dead, 
Thy bloud can neuer be more brauely (hed. 

TUa, How are the numbers you haue leuied t 

Fid, What your fea-forces are, this briefe doth 
fpeak. 

Elf. We haue rais'd double \i'alls to fence your 
land. 
The one the bodie of a (landing Camp, 
Whofe tents by this are pitcht in Beria, 
On the fhores point, to barre the foe from footing. 

T^ta, Ouer that Camp at Beria* we create 

* Tilbury, 
You Florimell Lieutenant Generall ; 

Elf, The other is to guarde your royal! perfon. 

Tiia, Whofe charge is yours : the fea Ftdeli^ yours. 

Elf, The (landing camp of horfemen and of foote, 
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Thefe numbers filL Launces 253. Horfemen 769. 
Footemen 22000. The mouing Army, which attends 

on you, 
Is thus made vp : of horfmen & of foote, Launcers 481. 
Light horfe-men 142 1. Footemen 34050. 

Tito, We do not raife our hopes on points of 

fpeares. 
A handful! is an hod, in a good fight, 
Lambes may beate Lions in a warre not right. 
The Generall of all armies be our leader, 
Be full of courage Lordes as /are in yeares. 
For this be fure wcele not out-liue our peeres. 
Fid, Weele al liue, but will firll have them bi'th 

eares. 
Tyta, Goe on^ your condu<5l be the profperous 

hand. 
Make you the fea good, weele not loofe the land. 
Your Queene will to the field, it (hall be faid. 
Once fouldiers to their Captaine had a Maide. 

Exeunt, 

Truth and Plaine-dealing leading fouldiers with drum 
and colours^ Time meeting them. 

Time, You fweate well in this harue(L 

Plai, Nay, when we come to binde vp the whore 
of Babilons Punckes and Pynaces in (heaues, weele 
fweate worfe. 

Time, Haue you bellowed the other bandes I 

Tru, I haue. - 

Time, Incorporate this to you then : tis the man- 
date 
Of your Liefetenant Generall. You fight 
In your great Faieries quarrell, and Truthes right. 
Stand therefore too't 

Volu. I will ha\ie no woundes on my (houlders, 
I fcorn to run, 
Or to cry out of warlike kybes in the heele. 

Time. Goe (thou ipofl God-like maide) & buckle on 
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The bred-plates fetcht from thine owne Annouryy 
Let euery fouldier weare one, on each leader 
Beilowe a guiding-daffe, and a flrong (hield 
That may as £uthfull be to his good fword 
As thou art to his heart : head adl the fpeares 
With gold of Angell-proofe. Sit like a doue 
Upon the Horfmans helme, and on his face 
Fan with thy filuer winges fweete vi^lorie, 
Goe, beate thy drum, that men may know thy march. 
Spread thine owne colours {Truth) fo let ihem (hine, 
Souldiers may fweare thei'le follow none but thine. 
Away. 

Tru, I flie, fwid as the winged windes. Exit, 

PlaL To day is workiday with me for all I baue 
my bed clothes on, what doe you fet me to f 

7im€. Goe thou and fweepe th* abufes from the 
camp. 

Flat. Confcience has left no broonies big enough 
to doe that cleane. 

Time. Then purge the tents of all infe<5tious aires. 

Piai, Yonder's one infedlion new broke out, if it 
be not dopt from running, will choake vs all 

Time. Name it, ile minider the remedie. 

Fiat. Time may do it, this tis : A Broker and his 
wife that dropt out of the Hangmans budget but lad 
day, are now eating into the Camp, and are vi<Slualers 
to it : their ver}' Cannes haue hoopes of gold lace 
now, that bangd Captaines lerkins ail o're but yeder- 
day : 15. Liefetenants haue eaten vp their bufie ler- 
kins with cheefe and mudard : Nay this villaine of 
fburefcore ith hundred has fet vp three Armourers 
(hops with harnelTe caps, and pewter coates, that are 
linde cleane out with Ale : the Rogue lies euery night 
vpon as many fethers which grew in fouldiers hats, as 
will vndooe foure hundred Schoolemaders to hire 
them for their boyes to goe a feading. 

Time. Breede fuch diforders mongd the fouldiers ? 

Fiat. They fwarme like lyce : nay his wife tickets 
it too, for three Muskateeres came but to drinke 
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Tabacco in her cabbin, and (he ^red their flaskes and 
tuch-boxes. 

Time. Goe ridde the Camp of thefe, and al like 
thefe. 

Plai, If any fouldier fwere ile cafheere him too. 

Time, You will fcarce leaue two in the Army 
then. 

Plai. What (hall I doe with thofe Pyoners yon- 
der! 

Ti. You know the ground, lead them to call vp 
trenches. Away. 

Plai. They are by this time leading one another, 
for when I left them, I left them all cading, ile now 
goe fee what it comes to. Exit. 

Time. lie flie hence to the fleete of Babylon. 
And from their tackUngs and their maine-mail tops, 
Time (hal (hoote vengeance through his bow of (leele, 
Wedge-like to fplit their Nauie to the keele. 
lie cut their Princes downe as blades of grafle, 
As this glade, fo the Babilonian power. 
The higher (hall runne out to fill the lower. Exit. 

The Sea fight. 

3. Ki. The fulphurous ^tna belcheth 00 our 
Ihips, 
Cut Cables, or the whole fleete drownes in fire. 

1. King. Holla. 

2. King, Of Babilon. 

I. Ki. What Hulkes ar thefe, that are on fire f 

3. Ki. The Diucls : the fea*s on fire, the Diuel fure 
takes Tabacco. 

1. King. Wher's Medyna f 

2. King. Clofe vnder hatches, dares not (hew his 
head. 

3. King. Damnation on fuch liuerd Generals. 
Wher's braue Recalde ? 

2. King. Who ? 

3. King. Our Admiral : 
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The Admirall of our Nauy, wife Recalde, 

2. King, Our ilowte and braue Recaide keepes his 
bed. 

3. King. All poxes fire him out ; Pedro de Valde% 
Hauing about him 50. Canons throates, 

Stretch wide to barke is boarded, taken. 

2. King, Taken ? 

3. King. Without refiflance : Pyemmtelly funken, 
Oquendo burnt, Alon^a drown'd or flaine. 

1. King, The fhip of all our medicaments is lo(L 
3. King, Dogges eate our medicaments, fuch arc 

our woundes 
We more (hall Sextons neede than Surgeons. 

2. King, What courfe is beil I 

3. King, The bed to get the day, 

Is to hoife fayles vp, and away. I 

Omn, Away, away, hoife failes vp and away. I 
3. King, A world of men and wealth lofl in one 
day. Exeunt. 

F\onme\\/o//owed by Captaines^ Marrimrs and Gunners 

with Linjlockes, 

Flor, Shoot, (hoot, they anfwer; braue: more 
Linflocks : (hoot : 
This (Iratagem dropt downe from heauen in fire. 
Om, Board, board, hoyfe more (ailes vp, they flie, 
(hoot, Shoot. Exeunt, 

Titania in the Camp, 

Tita, We neuer held a royal Court till now : 
(Warriours) would it not feeme mo(l glorious. 
To haue Embaffadors to greete vs thus 1 
Our chaire of (late, a drum : for fumptuous robes 
RufHing about vs, heads cas*d vp in globes 
Of bright refle<5ling (leele : for reuellers 
(Treading foft meafures) marching fouldiers. 
Trud me, I like the martiall life life fo well. 
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I could change Courts to campes, in fieldes to dwell. 

Tis a braue life : Me thinkes it bed becomes 

A Prince to march thus, betweene guns and 

dnimmes. 
My fellow fouldiers I dare fweare you'le fight, 
To the lafl man, your Captaine being in fight 
Yolu. To the lafl leaft. mans little finger. 

Theyjhoote, A pealegpes off. 

Fid, What flames through all our blood your 
breath infpires. 

Tita. For that we come not : no breil heere wants 
fires. 
Twas kindled in their cradles, ilrength, courage, 

zeale, 
Meete in each bofome like a three-fold floud. 
We come with yours to venture our owne bloud. 
For you and we are fellowes ; thus appeares it, 
The fouldier keeps the crowne on, the prince weares it 
Of all men you we hold the mod moil deere^ 
But for a fouldier I had not beene heere. 

Fid. Doe not their gunnes offend you ? 

Tita, How ] we are tried, 
Wh' im'e borne a fouldier by the fathers fide. 
The Cannon (thunders Zany) playes to vs. 
Soft mufikes tunes, and more mellodious : 
And me more rarely like, becaufe all thefe. 
That now can fpeake the language of flerne warre, 
Could not fpeake fwords, or guns, nay fcarce could go, 
Nay were not borne, but like to new fowne graine 
Lay hid i*th mold, when we went to be crown'd, 
Tho' now th'are tall come fields, couering the 
ground. 

Plaine Dealing. 

Plai, Roome, roome, newes, newes, the youngeft 
2 T 



274 ^^ Whore of Babylon. 

newes that euer was brought forth amonil men at 
Armes : a woman (fweete miflris) is brought to bed of 
a man childe it*h Camp: a boy that lookes as if 
he would (hoote off already : the bed they haue fwad- 
dled him in, is the peece of an old tome Ancient : 
his blankets are two fouldiers Mandilions : his cradle 
is the hollow backe-peece of a ruflie Armour : his 
head lies in a Murren thats quilted to keepe him 
warme, the firfl thing that euer he laid hold on, was 
a truncheon, on which a Captaine leand to looke 
vpon him, hee'le bee a warriour I warrant. A Can of 
beere is fet to his mouth already, yet I doubt hee'le 
prooue but a vidlualer to the Camp : A notable fat 
double-chind bulchin. 

Tyta, A child borne in our Camp ! goe giue him 
fame. 
Let him be Beria cald, by the Campes name. 

Plau Thats his name then : Beria \ in ileede of a 
Midwife, a Captaine fhall beare him to the Fount, and 
if there be any women to followe it, they Ihal either 
traile pikes, or fhoote in Caliuers ; who would fweate 
thus to get gofTips for an other mans child ? but 
fathers themfelues are guld fo fometimes, farewel mif- 
tris. Exit, 

Time^ Ftorimdly Captaims, Souidiers, 

Ttta. With rofes vs you crowne, your felfe with 

palme. 
Nor. Had we al woundes, your words are foue- 

raigne balme. 
Tyta. Are thofe clowds fperil that flroue to dimme 

our light % 
Flor. And driuen into the gloomie caues of 

night. 
Qyta, Our handes be heau*d vp for it. 
Time. Theres good caufe, 
We'are bownd to doe fo by the higher lawes. 
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Thofe roaring Whales came with deuouring wombes 
To fwallow vp your kingdomes : foolifh heires ; 
When halfe of them fcarce knew where it did (land, 
Vnder what Zenith^ did they (hare your land. 
At dice they plaid for Faicries ; at each call 
A Knight at lead was loil ; what doe you fet % 
This Knight cries one ^and names him) no, a Lord 
Or none, tis done, he throwes and fweepes the 

bord, 
His hatte is full of Lords vp to the brimme, 
The fea thr^ next at all, won all and him, 
Would you thefe Gameflers fee now % 

Fid, See now f where ] 
Thei'le fcarce fee vs, the lafl fight cod fo deere. 
TL Bid you me do it, tis done, Time takes fuch 

pride, 
To waite on you, heele lackie by your fide. 
Thofe daies of their Arriu^l, battaile, flight, 
And ignominious (hipwrackes (like lofl Arrowes) 
Are out of reach : of them the world receaues 
But what Times booke fhewes turning back the 

leaues. 
But if youle fee this Concubine of Kinges, 
In her maieflicke madnes with her fonnes, 
That houre is now but numbring out in fand, 
Thefe minutes are not yet run through Times hand. 
For you and for your Faieries fweete delight 
Time fhall doe this. 

Tyta, Twil be a glorious fight. 

Time, Vnfeene you fhall both fee and heare thefe 

wonders. 
On the greene Mount of Trueth : let the ,Annie 

moue, 
And meete you in the vale of Oheron^ 
Your captiues are fent thither : quicke as thought 
You (hall flie hence vpon my adliue winges. 
Time at one inflant fees sdl Courts of Kings. 

Exeunt 

T X 
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Time cUfcendmg : EnUr the Empreffe^ thru Kin^s^ 

andfoure Cardinals, 

Emp, Hence : (ling me not : y'are Scorpions to 
my bred, 
Difeafes to my bloud : he dies that fpeakes. 

3. Kif^, Y'are madde. 
Ambo. Y'are madde. 

4. Card, 6 fa^es not heauen ! 
Emp. Be filent : 

Be damned for your fpeech : as y'are for A61, 
You are all blacke and clofe confpirators 
In our difgrace. 

3. King, You lie ; 

4, Card, O horrible I 

3. King, You Raue yet know not why. 

Emp, Thou feia all's lofU 

3. King, Drownd, bmmt, fplit vpon rockes, caft 

ouer bord, 
Throates cut by Kernes, whofe haires like elfe-lockes 

hang. 

2. King, One of thofe (hamrock-eaters at one 
breaScefaft, 

Slit fourefcore wezand-pipes of ours. 

I. King, Of yours. 

Oquendo burnt, Piementelli Slaine, 
Pedro de Vaides tane. 

I. Card, Could dwarfes beate Gyants ? 

3. King, In one day fell 500. Galleons 15. 
Drownd at the fame time ; or which was worfer 

taken, 
The fame day made 1000. prifoners. 
Yet not a cherry (lone of theirs was funke. 
Not a man (laine nor tane, nor drownd. 
Emp. O dainnd ! 
3. King, Two with tu'O fpit-frog Rapiers tooke a 

Galleon. 
Com. O pittie "her. 
3 . K. Let her tafle al. 
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Emp, Fall thunder, 
And wedge me into earth, (lifle as I am : 
So I may be but deafe, tume me into 
A fpeckled Adder : O you Mountaines fall, 
And couer me, that of me, memory 
May neuer more be found. 

4. Card. O holy mother ! 

Emp, Earth, He fucke all thy venome to my 
bred, 
It cannot hurt me fo as doe my fonnes, 
My difobedient, defperate, damned fonnes, 
My heauy curfe fliall (Irike you. 

Com. Oh kneele downe ! 
Kneele downe and begge a pardon, lead her curfe. — 

r. King. I thats the blocke, wee muil kneele, or 
doe worfe. 

Com. Lift vp your facred head : your children 
come, 
Vpon their knees to take a mothers doome. 

Emp. O Syrian Panthers 1 you fpend breath mod 
fweete, 
But you are fpotted or'e, from head to feete, 
This neck ile yoke, — this throate a daires ile make. 
By which ile dimbe — ^like dubble thou flialt bume, 
In my hot vengeance. 

2. King. Vengeance I defie. 

I diall fall from thee, fmce thou makd my bred 
Thy fcome, true Kings fuch bafenes will deted. 
EU6lors will I call, and they fliall make thee, 
But feruant of mine Empire : they fliall thrud 
A ring into thy nodrils. 

Emp. Come let me kifle thy cheeke: I did but 

ied. 
Tyta. Marke } thofe that mod adore her, mod are 

flau'd. 
She neuer does grow bafe, but when fliees brau'd : 

3. Kinq. You feeme dill angry. 
Emp. No, yes : leade the way, 
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Neuer was day to me thus TragicaiL 
Great Babylon thus lowe did neuer falL 

Tita, Thankes Time for this; lanch forth to 
Oberons vayle 
We are neere (hore : your hands to (Uike our ikile. 

Exeunt. 
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WESTWARD HOE 

Sc£NE London. 
Aihis Primus, Scana Prima. 
Mater Mijtrii Birdlime and Taylour, 



^Irdlime. Stay Taylour, This is the Houfe, 
1 pray thee looke the gowne be not nifled : 
I .-u. for the levels and Pretious Stones, I 
i know where to finde them ready pre- 
feiuly. Shce that mull weare this gowne if (he wil 
rt'Ctiue it, is Mafter luflinianos wife (the Italian 
Marchant) my good old Lord and Maifler, that hath 
beene a Tylter this twenty yeere, hath fent it Mum 
Taylor, you are a kinde of Bawd. Taylor, if this 
Gentlewomans Husband fhould chaunce to bee in the 
way now, you (hall tell him that I keepe a Hot-houfe 
in Gunpowder Ally (neere crouched Fryers) and that 
I haue brought home his wiues foule Linnen, and to 
colour my knauery the better, I haue heere three 
or foure kindes of complexion, which 1 will make 
thewe of to fell vnto her : the young Gentlewoman 
hath a good Citty wit, I can tell you, Ihee hath red in 
the Itahan Courtyer, that it is a fpeciall ornament to 
gentlewomen to haue skill in painting. 

Taylour. Is my Lord acquainted with hert 

Bird. 0. \. 

Tayhr. Faith Miflris Birdlime I doe not com* 
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mend my Lordes choyce fo well : now me thinkes he 
wtri better to fet vp a Dairy, and to keepe halfe a 
fcore of lufly wholefome honed Countrey Wenches. 

Bird. Honed Countrey Wenches, in what hun- 
dred fliall a man find two of that fimple vertue t 

Tay. Or to loue fome Lady, there were equality 
and coherence. 

£ir. Taylor, you talk like an aflfe, I tel thee ther 
is equality inough betweene a Lady and a Citty dame, 
if their haire be but of a colour : name you any one 
thing that your cittizens wife coms fliort of to your 
Lady. They haue as pure Linnen, as choyce paint- 
ing, loue greene Geefe in fpring. Mallard and Teale 
in the fall, and Woodcocke in winter. Your Citti- 
zens wife leames nothing but fopperies of your Ladie, 
but your Lady or ludice-a-peace Madam, carries high 
wit from the Citty, namely, to receiue all and pay all : 
to awe their Husbands, to check their Husbands, to 
controule their husbands ; nay, they haue the tricke 
ont to be fick for a new gowne, or a Carcanet, or a 
Diamond, or fo : and I wis this is better wit, then to 
leame how to weare a Scotch Farthingale : nay more. 

Enter Prentife. 

Heere comes one of the feruants : you remember 
Taylor that I am deafe : obferue that. 

Taylor. I thou art in that like one of our young 
Guiles, that will not vnderdand any wrong is done 
him, becaufe hee dares not anfwer it. 

Bird. By your leaue Batcheller : is the gentle- 
woman your Midris dirring ^ 

Prmt Yes (he is moouing. 

Bird. \Vhat fayes he % 

Taylor. Shee is vp. 

Bird. Wheres the Gentleman your Maider, pray 
you? 

Per. Wher many women defire to haue their hus- 
bands, abroad. 

Bird. I am very thicke of hearing. 
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Prent. Why abroad 1 you fmell of the Bawd. 

Bird, I pray you tell her heres an olde Gentle- 
woman would fpeake with her. 

Prent, So. 

Tay. What, will you be deafe to the gentlewoman 
when fhee comes to 1 

Berd, O no, fhees acquainted well inough with my 
knauery. 

Enter the Marchants Wife. 

She comes. 
How do you fweet Ladie ? 

Ma, Wife. Lady. 

Bird, By Gods me I hope to call you Lady eare 
you dye, what miftris do you fleepe well on nights. 

M. Wife, Sleepe, I as quietly as a Clyent hauing 
great bufmefle with lawyers. 

Bir, Come, I am come to you about the old fuit : 
my good Lord and maifler hath fent you a veluet 
gowne heare : doe you like the colour ? three pile, a 
pretty fantafticall trimming, I would God you would 
fay it by my troth. I dreamt la(l night, you lookt fo 
prettily, fo fweetly, me thought fo like the wifeft Lady 
of them al, in a veluet gowne. 

M, Wife. Whats the forepart 1 

Bird, A very pretty ftuffe, I know not the name 
of your forepart, but tis of a haire colour. 

M, Wife, That it was my hard fortune, beeing fo 
well brought vp, hauing fo great a portion to my mar- 
riage, to match fo vnluckily 1 Why my husband and 
his whole credit is not worth my apparell, well, I (hall 
vndergoe a flrange report in leaning my hufband. 

Bird, Tufh, if you refpedt your credit, neuer 
thinke of that, for beauty couets rich apparell, choyce 
dyet, excellent Phyficke. No German Clock nor 
Mathematicall Ingin whatfoeuer, requires fo much 
reparation as a womans face : and what meanes hath 
your Husband to allow fweet Dodlor Ghfter-pipe, 
his pention. I haue heard that you haue threefcore 
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Smocks, that cod three poundes a Smocke, will thefe 
fmockes euer hold out with your husband f no, your 
linnen and your apparell mud tume ouer a new leafe 
I can tell you. 

Tay, O admirable Bawd ? O excellent Birdlime f 

Bird. I haue heard he loued you before you were 
marryed intyrely, what of that % I haue euer found it 
mod true in m)me owne experyence, that they which 
are mod violent dotards before their marryage are 
mod voluntary Cuckoldes after. Many are honed, 
either becaufe they haue not means, or becaufe they 
haue not opportunity to be didioned, and this Italian 
your Husbands Countryman, holdes it impodible any 
of their Ladies ihould be excellent witty, and not 
make the vttermodi vfe of their beauty, will you be a 
foole then ? 

M, Wife. Thou do'd perfwade me to 111, very well. 

Bird. You are nice and peeuifli, how long will you 
holde out thinke you, not fo long as Oflend. 

Enter lujliniano the Marcfiant. 

Paflion 'of me, your husband ? Remember that I 
am deafe, and that I come to fell you complexion : 
truely Midris I will deale very reafonably with you. 

lufl. What are you 1 Say ye 1 

Bird. I forfooth. 

lujl. What my mod happy wife ? 

Ma. Wife. Why your lealioufie % 

lufl. lealioufie : in faith I do not feare to loofe 
that I haue lod already : What are you \ 

Bird. Pleafe your good worfhip I am a poor 
Gentlewoman, that cad away my felfe vppon an vn- 
thrifty Captaine, that Hues now in Ireland, I am 
faine to picke out a poore liuing with felling com- 
plexion, to keepe the frailty (as they fay) honed. 

lufli. Whats he ? complexion to ? you are a bawd. 

Bird. I thanke your good wordiip for it. 

lufl. Do not I know thefe tricks. 
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Thai which thou roakeil a colour for thy finne, 
Hath beene thy firfl vndoing 1 painting, painting. 

Bird, I haue of all forts forfooth 1 Heere is the 
burned powder of a Hogs law-bonc, to be laide with 
the Oyle of white Poppy, an excellent Fucus to kill 
Morphew, weede out Freckles, and a moil excellent 
ground-worke for painting ; Heere is Ginimony likewife 
burnt, and puluerized, to be mingled with the iuyce of 
Lymmons, fublimate Merciuy, and two fpoonefuls of 
the flowers of Brimftone, a mod excellent receite to 
cure the flushing in the face. 

luJH, Doe you heare, if you haue any bufmefle to 
difpatch with that deafe goodneffe there, pray you 
take leaue : opportunity, that which moil of you long 
for (though you neuer bee with Child) opportunity 1 He 
finde fome idle buiineire in the mean time, I wil, I 
will in truth, you (hall not neede feare me, or you may 
fpeake French, mod of your kinds can vnderdand 
French : god buy you. 

Being certaine thou art falfe : fleepe, fleepe my braine, 
For doubt was onely that, which fed my paine. 

Exit lun. 

Ma, Wife, You fee what a hel I liue in, I am re- 
folu'd to leaue him. 

Bird. O the moil fortunat Gentlewoman, that will 
be fo wife, and fo, fo prouident, the Caroche (hall 
come. 

M. Wife. At what houre I 

Bird. lud when women k vintners are a cuniur- 
ing at midnight O the entertainment my Lord will 
make you, fweet Wines, ludy dyet, perfumed linnen, 
foft beds, O mod fortunat Gentlewoman. 

. Enter lufliniano. 

lufl. Haue you done? haue you difpatch f tis 
well, and in troth what was the motion 1 

M. Wife. Motion, what motion ? 

lufli. Motion, why like the motion in law, that (laies 
for a day of hearing, yours for a night of hearing. 
Come lets not haue Aprill in your eyes I pray you. 
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it (hewes a wanton month followes your weeping t 
Loue a woman for her teares? Let a man loue 
Oiflers for their water, for women though they (houlde 
weepe licour enough to feme a Dyer, or a Brewer, 
yet they may bee as dale as Wenches, that trauaile 
euery fecond tyde betweene Graues ende, and Bil- 
lingfgate. 

Ma. Wife. This madneffe fhewes very well. 

luji. Why looke you, I am wonderous merry, can 
any man difceme by my face, that I am a Cuckold 1 
I haue known many fufpedled for men of this misfor- 
tune ; when they haue walkt thorow the (Ireetes, weare 
their hats ore their eye-browes, Hke pollitick pent- 
houfes, which commonly make the (hop of a Mercer, 
or a Linnen Draper, as dark as a roome in Bedlam. 
His cloak (hrouding his face, as if he were a Neopo- 
litan that had loft his beard in AprilL and if he walk 
through the ftreet, or any other, narrow road (as tis 
rare to meete a Cuckold) hee duckes at the pent- 
houfes, like an Antient that dares not flourifh at the 
oath taking of the PreUrry for feare of the figne-pofts % 
Wife, wife, do I any of thefe ? Come what newes 
from his Lordfliip \ has not his Lordfhips vertue once 
gone againft the haire, and coueted comers. 

M. Wife. Sir, by my foule I will be plaine with 
you. 

IhJI. Except the forehead deere wife, except the 
forehead. 

Ma. Wife. The Gentleman you fpake of hath 
often folicited my loue, and hath receiued from me 
moft chaft denials. 

lufl. I, I, prouoking refiftance, tis as if you come 
to buy wares in the Citty, bid mony fort, your Mer- 
cer, or Gold-fmith fayes, tmely I cannot take it, lets 
his cuftomer paffe his ftall ; next, nay perhaps two, 
or three, but if he finde he is not prone to retume of 
himfelfe, he cals him backe, and backe, and takes his 
mony : fo you my deere wife, (O thejpollicy of women, 
and Tradfmen : theile bite at any thing. ) 
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M, Wife, What would you haue me do ? all your 
plate and mod part of your Jewels are at pawne, be- 
fides I heare you haue made ouer all your eflate to 
men in the Towne heer] What would you haue 
me do 1 would you haue mee tume common 
finner, or fell my apparell to my waftcoat and become 
a Landrefle? 

Lift, No Landrefle deere wife, though your credit 
would goe farre with Gentlemen for taking vp of 
Linnen : no Landrefle 1 

M. Wife, Come, come, I will fpeake as my mis- 
fortune prompts me, lealioufie hath vndone many a 
Cittizen, it hath vndone you, and me. You married 
me from the feruice of an honorable Lady, and you 
knew what matches I mought haue had, what woulde 
you haue me to do? I would I had neuer feene 
your eies, your eies. 

lufl. Very good, very good. 

M, Wife, Your prodigality, your diceing, your 
riding abroad, your conforting your felfe with Noble 
men, your building a fummer houfe hath vndone vs, 
hath vndoone vs 1 What would you haue me doe % 

Infli, Any thing : I haue fold my Houle, and the 
wares int : I am going for Stoad next tide, what will 
you do now wife 1 

Ma, Wife, Haue you indeed 1 

lufl, I by this light als one, I haue done as fome 
Cittizens at thirty, and moll heires at three and 
twenty, made all away, why doe you not aske me now 
what you (hall do % 

Ma, Wife. I haue no counfell in your voiage, 
neither (hall you haue any in mine. 

lu^. To his Lordlhip : wil you not wifel 

Ma, Wife, Euen whether my misfortune leades 
me. 

lufli, Goe, no longer will I make my care thy 
prifon. 

M. Wife. O my fate ; well fir, you (hall anfwere for 
this finne which you force mee to ; fare you well, let not 
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the world condemne me, if I feeke for mine owne 
maintenance. 

lufl. So, fo. 

M, Wife, Do not fend me any letters ; do not feeke 
any reconcilement By this light He receiue none, if 
you will fend mee my apparell fo, if not choofe, I 
hope we (hall neare meet more. Exit Ma. Wife. 

lufH, So farewell the acquaintance of all the mad 
Deuils that haunt lealioufie, why fhould a man bee fuch 
an alfe to play the antick for his wiues appetite % Im- 
magine that I, or any other great man haue on a vel- 
uet Night-cap, and put cafe that this night-cap be to 
little for my eares or forehead, can any man tell mee 
where my Night-cap wringes me, except I be fuch an 
alle to proclaime it ? Well, I do play the foole with my 
misfortune very handfomly. I am glad that I 
am certaine of my wiues difhonefty : for a fecret 
(Irumpet, is like mines prepard to mine goodly build- 
ings. Farewel my care, I haue told my wife I am 
going for Stoad : diats not my courfe, for I refolue to 
take fome fhape vpon me, and to Hue difguifed heere 
in the Citty ; they fay for one Cuckolde to knowe that 
his friend is in the like head-ake, and to giue him 
counfell, is as if there were two partners, the one to bee 
arrelled, the other to baile him ; my eflate is made 
ouer to my friends, that doe verily beleeue, I meane 
to leaue England. Haue amongfl you Citty dames I 
You that are indeede the fitted, and mofl proper per- 
fons for a Comedy, nor let the world lay any imputa- 
tion vpon my difguife, for Court, Citty, and Countrey, 
are meerely as maskes one to the other, enuied of 
fome, laught at of others, and fo to my comicall bufi- 
neffe. Exit lufliniafio. 

Enter Maifler Tenter hooke, his Wife^ Maifler Motto- 
polyy a Scriuaur and a Cafkeire. 

Ten, Moll. 

Moil. What would hart ? 
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Tenter, Wheres my Cafheire^ are the fummes right ? 
Are the bonds feald ? 

Seruant, Yea iir. 

Tent. Will you haue the bags feald f 

Mono, O no fir, I mufl disburs inftantly : we that 
be Courtyers haue more places to fend mony to, then 
the diuell hath to fend his fpirits : theres a great deale 
of light gold. 

Tent. O fir, twill away in play, and you will (lay 
till to morrow you (hall haue it all in new foue- 
raignes. 

Manyn No, in-troth tis no matter, twill away in 
play, let me fee the bond ) let me fee when this 
mony is to bee paid ? the tenth of Augufl. The 
firft day that I mufl tender this mony, is the firfl oi 
Dog-daies. 

Scriue. I feare twill be hot (laying for you in Lon- 
don then. 

Tnt. Scriuener, take home the bond with you. 
Will you (lay to dinner fu* t Haue you any Partridge 
MoUt 

Moll. No in-troth hart, but an excellent pickeld 
Goofe, a new feniice : pray you (lay. 

Mono. Sooth I cannot : by this light I am fo infi- 
nitly, fo vnboundably beholding to you f 

Tent. Well Sis^ior^ He leaue you; My doake 
there 1 

Moll. When will you come home hart t 

Tent. Introth felfe I know not, a friend of yours 
and mine hath broke. 

MoU. Who fir? 

Tent. Maider luJHniano the Italian. 

MoU. Broke fir. 

Tent. Yea footh, I was offired forty yefterday vpon 
the Exchange, to aflure a hundred. 

MoU. By my troth I am forry, 

Tent. And his wife is gone to the party. 

Mol. Gone to the party f O wicked creature 1 
3 u 
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Tent Farewell good maifler Monopoly^ I pre-thee 
vifit mee often. Exit Tenter. 

Mono. Little Moll^ fend away the fellow ? 

MoU. Phm. PhaUp. 

Seruant. Heere forfooth. 

Moll. Go into Bucklers-bury and fetch me two 
ounces of preferued Melauna, looke there be no 
Tobacco taken in the fhoppe when he weighes it 

Ser. I forfooth. 

Mono. What doe you eate preferued Melounes for 
Moll? 

Moll. In troth for the (haking of the hart, I haue 
heere fometime fuch a ffiaking, and downwards fuch a 
kind of earth-quake (as it wqre.) 

Mono. Doe you heare, let your man carry home my 
mony to the ordinary, and lay it in my Chamber, but 
let him not tell my hoil'that it is mony : I owe him but 
forty pound, and the Rogue is hally, he will follow me 
when he thinks I haue mony, and pry into me as 
Crowes perch vpon Carion, and when he hath found 
it out, prey vpon me as Heraldes do vpon Funemls. 

Mol. Come, come, you owe much mony in Towne : 
when you haue forfeited your bond, I (hall neare fee 
you more 1 

Mono. You are a Monky, He pay him for*s day : 
He fee you to morrow to. 

Moll. By my troth I loue you very honeflly, you 
were neuer the gentleman ofFred any vnciuility to me, 
which is (Irange methinks in one that comes from 
beyond Seas, would I had giuen a Thoufand pound I 
could not loue thee fo. 

Mono. Do you heare, you fhall faine fome fcuruy 
dyfeafe or other, and go to the Bath next fpring. 

Enter Misiris Honifuckle^ and Mi/Iris Wafer. 

He meete you there. 

Hony, By your leaue fweet miflris Tenterhooke. 
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Mol, O, how dofl partner f 

Mono. Gentlewomen I flayed for a mofl happy 
wind, and now the breath from your fweet, fweet lips, 
fhould fet me going : good miflris HonifuckUy good 
miflris Wafer ^ good millris Tsnterhooke, I will pray for 
you, that neither riualllhippe in loues^ purenefse of 
painting, or riding out of town, not acquainting each 
other with it, be a caufe your fweet beautyes do fall 
out, and raile one vpon another. 

Wafer. Raile fir, we do not vfe to raile. 

Mofto. Why miflris, railing is your mother tongue 
as well as lying. 

Hony. But, do you thinke we can fall out f 

Mono. In troth beauties (as one fpake ferioufly) 
that there was no inheritance in the amity of Princes, 
fo thinke I of Women, too oflen interviewes amongfl 
women, as amongfl Princes, breeds enuy oft to others 
fortune, there is only in the amity of women an eflate 
for will, and euery puny knowes that is no certaine in- 
heritance. 

Wafer. You are merry fir. 

Mono. So may I leaue you mofl fortunat gentle- 
woman. Exit. 

Moll. Loue fhoots heare. 

Waf. Tenterhaoke^ what Gentleman is that gon 
out, is he a man 1 

Hony. O God and an excellent Trumpetter, 
He came lately from the vniuerfity, and loues Citty 
dames only for their vidluals, he hath an excellent 
trick to keepe Lobflers and Crabs fweet in fummer, 
and cals it a deuife to prolong the dayes of fhel-fifh, 
for which I do fufpedl he hath beene Clarke to fome 
Noblemans kitchen. I haue heard he neuer loues any 
Wench, tell fhee bee as flale as Frenchmen eate their 
wilde fbule, I fhall anger her. 

Mol. How flale good Miflris nimble-wit f 

Hony. Why as flale as a Country Ofles, an Exchange 
Sempfler, or a Court Landreffe. 

Mol. He is your coufin, how your tongue runs t 

u 2 
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Hmy. Talke and make a noife, no matter to what 
purpofe, I haue leam'd that with going to puritan Lec- 
tures. I was yeilerday at a banquet, wil you dif- 
chaige my ruffes of fome wafers, and how doth thy 
husband Wafer % 

Wqf. Faith very well. 

Hmy. He is iufl like a Torchbearer to Maskers, he 
wears good doathes, and is rankt in good company, 
but he doth nothing : thou art faine to take al, and 
pay all. 

MoL The more happy (he, would I could make 
fuch an afle of my husbsmd to. I heare iay he breeds 
thy childe in his teeth euerie yeare. 

Wqf. In faith he doth. 

Hony, By my trolHi tis pitty but the foole (houlde 
haue the other two paines incident to the head. 

Waf What are diey I 

Hony. Why the head-ake and home-ake. 
I heard fay that he would haue had thee nurft thy 
Childe thy felfe to. ^ 

Waf That he would truely. 

Hony, Why theres the policy of husbands to 
keepe their Wiues in. I doe affure you if a Woman of 
any markeable face in the Worlde giue her Childe 
fucke, looke how many wrinckles be in the Nipple of 
her breafl, fo many will bee in her forheade by that 
time twelue moneth : but iirra, we are come to ac- 
quaint thee with an excellent fecret : we two leame to 
write. 

MoL To write I 

Hony, Yes beleeue it, and wee haue the fined 
Schoole maiiler, a kind of Precifion, and yet an honeil 
knaue to : by my troth if thou beell a good wench let 
him teach thee, thou mayfl fend him of any arrant, 
and trull him with any fecret ; nay, to fee how de- 
murely he will beare himfelfe before our husbands, 
and how iocond when their backes are tum'd. 

MoL For Gods loue let me fee him. 

Waf To morrow weele fend him to thee : til then 
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fweet Tenterhook we leaue thee, wifhing thou maifl 
haue the fortune to change diy name often. 

MoL How % change my name f 

W<rf. ly for theeues and widdowes loue to (hift 
many names, and make fweet vfe of it to. 

MoL O you are a wag indeed. Good Wafer re- 
member my fchool mafler. Farewel good Hony- 
fuckie. 

Hany, Farewel Tenterhooke. Exeunt. 



A£lus Secundus Scetna Prima. 

Enter Boniface a prentice bru/hing his MaifUrs ctoake 
and Cc^pe. finging. 

Enter Mafter Honifuckle in his night-cap 
truffing hinrfelfe. 

Hony. Boniface^ make an ende of my cloake and 
Cap. 

JBon. I haue difpatch em Sir : both of them lye 
flat at your mercie. 

Hony. Fore-god me thinkes my ioynts are nim- 
bler euery Morning (ince I came ouer dien they were 
bef<Mre. In France when I rife, I was fo (lifife, and fo 
(larke, I would ha fwome my Legs had beene wodden 
pe^ : a ConAable new chofen kept not fuch a peripa- 
tedcall gate : But now I'me as Lymber as an Antiant 
that has flourilht in the raine, and as Adliue as a Nor- 
folk tumbler. 

Ban. You may fee, what change of paflure is able 
to doe. 

Hofiy. It makes £sit Calues in Rumny Marfli, and 
leane knaues in London : therefore Boniface keepe 
your ground : Gods my pitty, my forehead has more 
cromples, then the back part of a coimfellors gowne, 
when another rides vppon his necke at the barre : 
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Banff act take my helmet: giue your miftris my 
nightK^ap. Are my Antlers fwolne fo big, that my 
biggen pinches my browes. So, requeft her to make 
my head-piece a little wyder. 

Ban. How much wider fir. 

Hany. I can allow her almoil an jmch : go, tell her 
fo, veiy neere an inch. 

Ban, If (he bee a right Cittizens wife, now her 
Husband has giuen her an inch, (heele take an ell, or 
a yard at leait Exit. 

Enter Signior luJHniano the Merchant^ Uke a wryting 

Muhanicall Pedant. 

Hany. Maider Parenthefis I Salue^ Saiue Da^ 
mine. 

lusti. Salue tu quoq. : lubea te faluere plurimum. 

Hon. No more Plurimums if you loue me, lattin 
whole-meates are nowe minc'd, and ferude in for Eng- 
lifh Gallimafries : Let vs therefore cut out our vp- 
landifh Neates tongues, and talke like regenerate Brit- 
tains. 

lufl. Your worftiip is welcome to England : I powrd 
out Orifons for your arriuall. 

Hany. Thanks good mkifler Parenthefis : and Que 
nouelles : what newes flutters abroad 1 doe lacknlawes 
dung the top of Paules Steeple flill. 

lujli. The more is the pitty, if any dawes do 
come into the temple, as I feare they do. 

Hony. They fay Charing-croffe is falne downe, 
fmce I went to Rochell : but thats no fuch wonder, 
twas old, and flood awry (as mod part of the world 
can tel.) And tho it lack vnder-propping, yet (like 
great fellowes at a wraflling) when their heelesare 
once fl)ang vppe, no man will faue em ; downe they 
fall, and there let them lye, tho they were bigger then 
the Guard : Charing-croffe was olde, and old thinges 
mufl (hrinke afwell as new Northern cloth. 
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lufl. Your worlhip is in the right way verily : they 
raufl fo, but a number of better things between Weft- 
minder bridge and temple barre both of a wodhipfull, 
and honorable ere<Slion, are falne to decay, and haue 
fuflfred putrifadlion, fince Charing fell, thiait were not 
of halfe fo long ftanding as the poore wry-neckt 
Monument 

Hony, Whofe within there ? One of you call vp 
yourmiflris! tell herheeresherwiytingSchoolemafter. 
I had not thought XQaS\tx Parenthefis you had bin fuch 
an early ftirrer. 

lujli. Sir, your vulgar and fome-peny-pen-men, that 
like your London Sempfters keepe open (hop, and 
ell learning by retaile, may keepe their beds, and lie 
at their pleafure : But we that edifie in priuate, and 
trafiick by whole iale, muft be vp with the lark, be* 
caufe like Country Attumies, wee are to (huffle vp 
many matters in a for-enoone. Certes maifter Honi' 
fuckUy I would fing Laus Deo^ fo I may but pleafe al 
thofe that come vnder my fingers : for it is my duty 
and fundlion, Perdy^ to be feruent in my vocation; 

Ho. Your hand : I am glad our Citty has fo good, 
fo neceflary, and fo laborious a member in it : we 
lacke painfull and expert pen-men amongft vs. Maifter 
Parcnthefis you teach many of our Merchants fir, do 
you not 1 

luft. Both Wiues, Maides, and Daughters : and 
I thanke God, the very worft of them lye by very 
good mens fides : I picke out a poore lining amongft 
em : and I am thankefull for it 

Ho, Truft me I am not forry : how long haue you 
exerci;^ this quality ? 

lujl. Come Michaell-tide next, this thirteene ycarc. 
Ho, And how does my wife profit vnder you fir 1 
hope you to do any good upon her. 

lufl. Maifter Hanifuckle I am in great hope fliee 
(hall frudlify : I will do my beft for my part : I can 
do no more then another man can. 
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Hony. ^ST9ky fir, ply her,, for (he is capable of any 
thing. 

lufl. So far as my poore tallent can flretcfa. It 
(hall not be hidden from her. 

Hony. Does (he hold her pen well yet 1 

lufti. She leanes fomewhat too hard vppon her 
pen yet fir, but pnuflife and animaduerfion will breake 
her from that 

Hony. Then (he grubs her pen. 

lusH. Its but my paines to mend the neb agen. 

Hony. And where abouts is (hee now maider 
Parenthefis f Shee was talking of you this morning, 
and commending you in her bed, and told me (he 
was pad her letters. 

lu/i. Truely fir (he tooke her letters very fuddenly : 
and is now in her Minoms. 

Hony. 1 would (he were in her Crotchets too 
maiiler Parenthefis : ha-ha, I mud talke merily (ur. 

lutU. Sir fo long as your mirth bee voyde of all 
Squirrility, tis not vnfit for your calling : I trud ere 
few daies bee at an end to haue her fal to her ioyning^: 
for (he has her letters ad vnguem : her A. her great 
R and her great C. very right D. and K dilicate : hir 
double F. of a good length, but that it draddels a 
little to wyde : at the G. very cunning. 

Hony. Her H. is full like mine : a goodly big H. 

luJH. But her double LL. is wel : her O. of a 
reafonable Size : at her p. and q. neither Marchantes 
Daughter, Aldermans Wife, young countrey Gentle- 
woman, nor Courtiers Midris, can match her. 

Hony. And how \i^x v. 

lujli. You fir, She fetches vp you bed of al ; her 
fiugle you (he can fafhion two or three waies : but her 
double you, is as I would wifh it 

Ho. And faith who takes it fader ; my wife, or 
midris Tenterhook f 

lufl. Oh ! Your wife, by ods : (heele take more in 
one hower, then I can faden either vpon midris Ten- 
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Urhaoke^ or miftris Wafer^ or Miftris Flapdrc^n (the 
Brewers wife) in three. 

Enter ludyth^ HonyfuckU his wife. 

Hany. Do oot thy cheekes bume fweete chuckaby, 
for wee are talking of thee. 

lud. No goodnefle I warrant : you haue few Cittt- 
zens fpeake well of their wiues behind their backs : 
but to their feces theile cog woife and be more fup- 
pliant, then Clyents that fue xn forma paper : how does 
my mailer t troth I am a very trewant : haue you your 
Rider about you maifterl for look you, I go cleane 
awry. 

lufH. A finall fault : moil of my fchollers do fo : 
looke you fir, do not you thinke your wife will mend : 
marke her dafhes, & her (Irokes, and her breakings, 
and her bendings % 

Hany. She knowes what I haue promifl her if fhee 
doe mende : nay by my fay lude^ this is well, if you 
would not flie out thus, but keepe your line. . 

lud. I flud in time when my hand is in : haue you 
a new pen for mee Maider, for by my truly, my old 
one is (lark naught, and wil cad no inck : whether are 
you going lamb ? 

Hony. To the Cuftome-houfe : to the Change, to 
my Warehoufe, to diuers places. 

lud. Good Cole tarry not pad eleuen, for you tume 
my llomak then from my dinner. 

Hony. I wil make more hail home, then a Sti- 
pendaiy Swizzer does after hees paid, fare you well 
Maifler Parenthefu. 

lud. I am fo troubled with the rheume too : 
Moufe whats good forti 

Hony. How often haue I tolde you, you mufl get 
a patcL I mufl hence. J^:iL 

lud. I thinke when all's done, I mufl follow his 
counfell, and take a patch, I haue had one long ere 
this, but for difhguring ^ny face : yet I had noted that 
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a mafticke patch vpon fome womens Temples, hath 
bin the very rheuwme of beauty. 

lujl. Is he departed % Is old Neflar marcht into 
Troyi 

lud. Yes you mad Greeke : the Gentlemans gone. 

luft. Why then clap vp coppybookes : downe with 
pens, hang vp inckhomes, and now my fweete Hani' 
fuckky fee what golden-winged Bee from Hybla^ flies 
humming, with Crura thymo pUna^ which he wii empty 
in the Hiue of your bofome. 

lud. From whom. 

luJl, \t the skirte <^ that (heete in blacke worke 
is wrought hys name, breake not vp the wildfoule, till 
anon, and then feed vpon him in pnuate : theres other 
irons i'th fire : more fackes are comming to the Mill. 
O you fweet temptations of the fonnes of Adam^ I 
commende you, extol you, magnifie you : Were I a 
Poet by Hipocrme I Iweare, (which was a certaine 
Well where all the Mufes watred) and by Pemqffus 
eke I fweare^ I would rime you to death with praifes, 
for that you can bee content to lye with olde men all 
night for their mony, and walk to your gardens with 
yong men i*th day time for your pleafure : Oh you 
delicat damnations : you do but as I wud do : were I 
the proprefl, fweetefl, plumped, Cherry-cheekt, Conrall- 
lipt woman in a kingdome, I would not daunce after 
one mans pipe. 

lud. And why % 

luJl, Efpecially after an old mans. 

lud. And why, pray ! 

lufl. Efpecially after an old Cittizens. 

lud. Still, and why. 

lufl. Marry becaufe the Suburbes, and thofe with- 
out the bars, haue more priuiledge then they within 
the freedome : what need one woman doate vpon 
one Man ? Or one man be mad like Orlando for one 
woman. 

lud. Troth tis true, confidering how much flefh is 
in euery Shambles. 
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lujl. Why (hould I long to eate of Bakers bread 
onely, when theres fo much Sifting, and bolting, and 
grynding in euery comer of the Citty; men and 
women are borne, and come runnmg into the world 
fader then Coaches doe into Cheap-fide vppon Sytnon 
and ludes day : and are eaten vp by Death £a(ler, then 
Mutton and porridge in a terme time. Who would 
pin their hearts to any Sleeue : this world is like a 
Mynt, we are no fooner cafl into the fire, taken out 
agen, hamerd, (lampt, and made Currant, but pre- 
fently we are changde : the new Mony (like a new 
Drab) is catcht at by Dutch, Spanifh, Welch, French, 
Scotdi, and Englilh : but the old crackt King Harry 
groates are fhoueld vp, feele bruzing, and battring, 
clipping, and melting, they fmoake fort 

lud. The worlds an Arrant naughty-pack I fee, 
and is a very fcuruy world. 

luft, Scuruyl worfe then the confcience of a 
Broome-man, that carryes out new ware, and brings 
home old (hoes : a naughty-packe ? Why theres no 
Minute, no thought of time pafies, but fome villany or 
other is a brewing : why, euen now, now, at holding 
vp of this finger, and before the turning downe of this, 
fome are murdring, fome lying with their maides, fome 
picking of pockets, fome cutting purfes, fome cheating, 
fome weying out bribes. In this Citty fome wiues are 
cuckolding fome Husbands. In yonder Village fome 
farmers are now-now grynding the law-bones of the 
poore : therefore fweete Scholler, fugred Miftris H<mi- 
fuckle^ take Summer before you, and lay hold of itt 
why, euen now mud you and I hatch an egge of 
iniquity. 

lud. Troth maider I thinke thou wilt proue a very 
knaue. 

luft. Its the fault of many that fight vnder this 
band. 

lud, I fhall loue a Puritans face the worfe whiled 
I liue for that Coppy of thy countenance. 
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luji. We are all wethercocks, and muft follow the 
winde of the prefent : from the hyzs. 

lud. Change a bowle then. 

lufl. ^ I will fo ; and now for a good caft : theres 
the Knight, fir Goflin Glo-worme. 

lud. Hees a Knight made out of waxe. 

luJi, He tooke vp Silkes vppon his bond I confefle : 
nay more, hees a knight in print : but let his knight- 
hood be of what (lamp it will, from him come I, to 
intreate you, and Miflns Wafetj and miflris Tenter- 
hooky being both my fchoUers, and your honeil pew 
fellowes, to meet him this afternoon at the Rheneih- 
wine-houfe ith Stillyard. Captaine WhirUpooU will be 
there, youn^ Lynjhck the Alder-mans Son and Heire, 
there too, will you (leale forth, & taft of a Dutch Bun, 
and a Keg of Sturgeon. 

lutL What excufe (hall I coyne now ? 

TulL Few excufes : You muft to the pawne to buy 
Lawne : to Saint Martins for Lace ; to the Garden : 
to the Gla(re-houfe ; to your Godips : to the Powlters : 
elfe take out a(n old ruffe^ and go to your Sempfters : 
excufes 1 Why, they are more ripe Uien medlers at 
Chriftmas. 

lud. He come. The hower. 

lufl. Two : the way-through Paules : euery wench 
take a piller, there dap on your Maskes : your men 
will bee behind you, and before your prayers be halfe 
don, be before you, & man you out at feuerall doores. 
Youle be there I 

lud. If I breath. Exit 

luJl, Farewell. So : now I muft goe fet the tother 
Wenches the felfe (ame Coppy. A rare Scholemaifter, 
for all kind of handes, I. Oh : What ftrange curfes 
are powred downe with one ble(rmg1 Do all tread 
on the heele ? Haue all the art to hood-winke wife 
men thus ? And (like thofe builders of Babels Tower) 
to fpeake vnknowne tongues. Of all (faue by their 
husbands) vnderftood : 
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Well, if (as luy bout the Elme does twine) 
All wiues loue dipping, theres no fault in mine. 
But if the world lay fpeechles, euen the dead 
Would rife, and thus cry out from yawning graues, 
Women make men, or Fooles, or Beads, or Slaues. 

Exit 

Soma a. Enter Earle and Miflris Birdlime. 

Earle. Her anfwer! talke in mufick: Wil (he 
comet 

Bird. Oh my fides ake in my loines, in my bones t 
I ha more need of a poflet of facke, and lie in my bed 
and fweate, than to talke in muiick : no honed woman 
would run hurrying vp & down thus and vndoe her 
felfe for a man of honour, without reafon t I am fo 
lame, euery foot that I fet to the ground went to my 
hart I thoght I had bin at Mum-chance my bones 
ratled fo with iauntingt had it not bin for a friend m, 
a comer. Takes Aqua-vita. 

I had kickt vp my heeles. 

Earl. Minider comfort to me, Wil (he come. 

Bird. All the Cadles of comfort that I can put 
you into is this, that the iealous wittal her husband, 
came (like a mad Oxe) belowing in whild I was ther. 
Oh I ha lod my fweet breth wiUi trotting. 

Earl. Death to my hartt her husband! What 
faith he t 

Bird. The freeze-Ierkin Rafcal out with his puife, 
and card me plaine Bawd to my face. 

Earl. Affliflion to me, then thou fpak'd not 
to her! 

Bird. I fpake to her, as Clients do to Lawiers 
without money (to no purpofe) but lie fpeak with 
him, and hamper him to, if euer he £sdl into my 
clutches : He make the yellow-hammer her husband 
knowe, (for all hees an Italian) that theres a difference 
betweene a cogging Baud and an honed motherly 
gentlewoman. Now, what cold whetdones lyouer 
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your flomacherl wil you haiie fome of my Aqua f 
Why my Lord. 

£ar/. Thou haft kild me with thy word& 

Bird. I fee baihful louers, and young bullockes 
are knockt down at a blow : Come, come, drinke this 
draught of Cynamon water, and plucke vp your fpirits : 
vp with em, vp with em. Do you hear, the whiting 
mop has nibled. 

£ar/. Hal 

Bird. Oh 1 I thought I fhould fetch you : you can 
JIa at that : He make you Hem anon. As Fme a 
finner I think youl find the fweeteft, fweeteft bed- 
fellow of her. Oh ! fhe lookes fo fugredly, fo fim- 
pringly, fo gingerly, fo amaroufly, fo amiably. Such 
a redde lippe, fuch a White foreheade, fuch a blacke 
eie, fuch a full cheeke, and fuch a goodly little nofe, 
nowe Ihees in that French gowne, Scotch fals, Scotch 
bum, and Italian head-tire you fent her, and is fuch 
an intycing (hee-witch, carrying the charmes of your 
lewels about her. Oh ! 

£arl. Did (he recieue thenn ? Ipeake : Heres is 
golden keyes 
T*vnlock thy lips. Did fhe vouchfafe to take them t 

Bird. Did fhe vouchfafe to take them, thers a 
queftion : you fhall find fhe did vouchfafe : The troath 
is my Lord, I gotte her to my houfe, there fhe put off 
her own cloths my Lord and put on yours my Lord, 
prouided her a Coach, Searcht the middle He in 
Pawles, and with three Elizabeth twelue-pences preft 
three knaues my L. hirde three Liueries in Long-lane, 
to man her : for al which fo God mend me, I*me to 
paie this night before Sun-fet 

£ar/. This fhowre fhall fil them al : 
Raine in their laps, what golden drops thou wilt 

Bird. Alas my Lord, I do but receiue it with one 
hand, to pay it away with another, I*me but your 
Baily. 

£ar/. Where is fhe 1 

Bird. In the greene veluet Chamber ; the poore 
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(inneful creature pants like a pigeon vnder the hands 
of a Hawke, therefore vfe her like a woman my Lord : 
vfe her honeftly my Lorde, for alas (hees but a Nouice, 
and a verie greene thinge 

EarL Farewell : He in vnto her. 

Bird, Fie vpont, that were not for your honor : 
you know gentlewomen vfe to come to Lords cham- 
bers, and not Lordes to the Gentlewomens : Ide not 
haue her thinke you are fuch a Rank-ryder : walke 
you heere : He becken, you (hal fee ile fetch her with 
a wet finger ? 

EarL Do fo. 

Bird, H)r(l1 why fweet heart, miftris lujliniano^ 
why prettie foule tread foftlie, and come into this 
roorae: here be ruihes, you neede not feare the 
creaking of your corke (hooes. 

Enter Mijlris luJUniatw, 

So, wel faide, theres his honour. I haue bufines 
my Lord, very now the marks are fet vp. Ile get me 
12. fcore off, and giue Ayrae. Exit 

Earl, Yare welcome : Sweet /are welcome. 
Blefle my hand 
With the foft touch of yours : Can you be Cruell 
To one fo Proftrate to you % Euen my Hart, 
My Happines, and State lie at your feet : 
My Hopes me flattered that the field was woon, 
That you had yeilded, (tho you Conquer me) 
And that all Marble fcales that bard your eies 
From throwing light on mine, were quite tane ofl^ 
By the Cunning Womans hand, that Workcs for me, 
Why therefore do you wound me now with firownes t 
Why do you flie me ? Do not exercife 
The Art of woman on me 1 I'me already 
Your Captiue : Sweet 1 Are thefe you hate, or feares. 

Mijl, lujl: I wonder lud can hang at fuch white 
haires. 

Earl, You giue my loue ill names. It is not lud : 
Lawlefle defires wel tempred may feem lull 
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A thouland mornings with the early Sunne, 
< Mine eies haue from your windowes watcht to fleale 
Brightnes from thofe. As oft vpon the daies 
That Confecrated to deuotion are, 
Within the Holy Temple haue I Rood difguif d. 
Waiting your prefence : and when your hands went 
_Vp towards heauen to draw fome bleliing down,^ 
Mine (as if all my Nerues by yours did moue,) 
Beg'd m dum Signes fome pitty for my Loue, 
And thus being feaded onely with your fight, 
I went more pleafed then fickmen with frefh health. 
Rich men with Honour, B^gers do with wealth. 

Mijl, lujl. Part now fo pleafd, for now you more 
Inioy me. 

EarL O you do wifli me Phificke to deilroy me. 

Mi/i. luJl. I haue already leapt beyond the bounds 
Of mode^y^n piecing out my wings 
With bonwed feaUiersybut you fent a Sorceres 
So perfedl in her trade^that did fo liuely 
Breath forth your paifionate Accents^ and could 

drawe 
A Louer languilhing fo piercingly^ 
That her charmes wrought vppon m^i and in pitty 
Of your fick hart which (he did CoiinterfetL 
(Oh (hees a fubtle Beldam !) See I cloth'd 
My limbes (thus Player-like in Rich Attyre^) 
Not fitting mine eflate, and am come forth, 
But why I know not t 

EarL Will you Loue me 1 

Mifli, luji. Yes, 
If you can cleare me of a debt thats due 
But to one Man, He pay my hart to thee. 

EarL Whofe that ? 

Miji, luft. My Husband. 

EarL Vmh. 

Mtfl, luJl. The fums fo great 
I know a kingdome cannot anfwer it, 
And therefore I befeech you good my Lord, 
To take this gilding off, which is your owne. 
And henceforth ceafe to throw out golden hookas 
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To choake mine honor : tho my husbands poore, 
He rather beg for him, then be your Whore. 

Eari, Gainil beauty you plot treafon, if you 
fuflfer tears to do violence to fo faire a Cheeke. That 
face was nere made to looke pale with want Dwell 
heere and be the Soueraigne of my fortunes. Thus 
(hall you goe attired. 

Miji, lufl. Till lull be tir'd I mud take leaue 
my Lord. 

EarL Sweet Creature Hay, 
My Gofers (hall be yours, my Seruants yours, 
My felfe will be your feruant, and I fweare 
By that which I houlde deare in you, your beauty 
(And which He not prophane) you (hall liue heere 
As free from bafe wrong, as you are from blackeneflfe, 
So you will deigne, but let mee inioy your fight, 
Anfwere mee will you. 

Mift, lujl, I will thinke vpont 

Earl. Vnlefle you (hall perceiue, that al my thoughts, 
And al my adlions bee to you denoted, 
And that I very iudly eame your loue. 
Let me not tad it 

Mi/l. luff. I wil thinke vpon it 

EarL But when you find my merits of full weighti 
wil you accept their worth. 

MiJl. lufi. He thinke vpont 
Ide fpeake with the old woman. 

EarL She (hall come, 
loyes that are borne vnlookt for, are borne dumb. 

Exit. 

Miff. luji, Pouerty, thou bane of Chaflity, 
Poifon of beauty. Broker of Mayden-heades, 
I fee when Force, nor Wit can fcale the hold. 
Wealth mu(L Sheele nere be won, that defies golde. 
But Hues there fuch a creature : Oh tis rare. 

Enter Birdlime, 

To finde a woman chad, thats poore and faire. 

Bird, Now lamb ! has not his Honor dealt like an 
honed Nobleman with you. I can tel you, you fhal 
2 X 
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not find him a Templer, nor one of thefe cogging 
Cattem pear-coloured-beards, that by their good wiU 
would haue no pretty woman fcape diem. 

Miflris lujt Thou art a veiy bawd : thou art a 
Diuel 
Cad in a reuerend (hape ; thou dale damnation I 
Why had thou me intid from mine owne Paradice, 
To deale fruit in a barren wildemes. 

Bird, Bawde and diuel, and dale damnation I 
Wil womens tongues (like Bakers l^;s) neuer go 
draight 

Miflris lufl. Had thy Circaan Magick me trans- 
ford 
Into that fenfuall Ihape for which thou Coniurd, 
And that I were tum'd common Venturer, 
I could not loue this old man. 

Bird, This old man, vmh : this old man t doe his 
hoarye haires dicke in your domacke 1 yet methinkes 
his filuer haires (houlde mooue you, they may feme to 
make you Bodkins : Does his age grieue you t foole ? 
Is not old wine wholefommed, olde Pippines footh- 
fommed, old wood burne brighted, old Linnen wadi 
whited, old fouldiors Sweet hart are fured, and olde 
Louers are founded. I ha tried both. 

Mijlris lufl. So wil not I. 

Bird, Youd haue fome yong perfumed beardles 
Gallants board you, that fpits al his braines out ats 
tongues end, wud you not % 

Mijlris lufl. No, none at al, not anie. 

Bird, None at al 1 what doe you make there then I 
why are you a burden to the worlds confcience, and 
an eie-fore to wel giuen men, I dare pawne my gowne 
and all the beddes in my houfe, and al the gettings in 
Michaelmas terme next to a Taueme token, that thou 
(halt neuer be an innocent. 

M^ris lufl. Who are fo ? 

Bird. Fools ? why then you are fo precize : your 
husbands down the wind, and wil you like a haglers 
Arrow, be down the weather. Strike whild the iron is 
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hot A woman when there be rofes in her cheekes, 
Cherries on her lippes, Ciuet in her breath, luory in 
her teeth, Lyllyes in her hand, and Lickorilh in her 
heart, why Ihees like a play. If new very good com- 
pany, very good company, but if dale, like old leronimo : 
goe by, go by. Therefore as I faid before, (Irike. Be- 
fides : you mud thinke that the commodity of beauty was 
not made to lye dead vpon any young womans hands : if 
your husband haue giuen vp his Cloake, let another take 
meafure of you in his lerkin : for as the Cobler, in the 
night time walks with his Lanthome, the Merchant, and 
the Lawyer with his Link, and the Courtier with his 
Torch : So euery lip has his Lettice to himfelfe : the 
Lob has his Lade, the CoUier his Dowdy, the 
Wedeme-man his Pug, the Seruing-man his Punke, 
the dudent his Nun in white Fryers, the Puritan his 
Sider, and the I^rd his Lady : which wordiipfull 
vocation may fall vppon you, if youle but drike 
whiled the Iron is hot 

Mifl. lufl. Witch : thus I breake thy Spels : Were 
I kept braue. 

On a Kings cod, I am but a Kings flaue. Exit. 

Bird, I fee, that as Frenchmen loue to be bold, 
Flemings to be drunke, Welchmen to be cald Bnt- 
tanSy and Iridimen to be Codermongers, fo, Cocknyes, 
(efpedally Shee-Cocknies) loue not Aqua-vite when 
tis good for them. 

Enter Monopoly. 

Mo. Saw you my vncle t 

Bird. I faw him euen now going the way of all 
fledi (thats to lay) towardes the Kitchin : heeres a 
letter to your worfhip from the party. 

Mono. What party % 

Bird. The Tenterhook your wanton. 

Mono. From her % Fewh t pray thee flretch me no 
more vppon your Tenterhook : pox on her ? Are there 
no Pottecaries ith Town to fend her Phidck-bils to, 

X a 
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but roe : Shees not troubled with the greene ficknefle 
ftill, Is (he % 

Bird. The yellow laundis, as the Dodlor tds me : 
troth (bees as good a peat : fhe is falne away fo, that 
(bees nothing but bare skin and bone : for the Turtle 
fo moumes for you. 

Mono. In blacke % 

Bird. In black? you (hall find both black and 
blew if you look vnder her eyes. 

Mo. Well : (ing ouer her ditty when Fme in tunc. 

Bird. Nay, but will you fend her a Box of Mithri- 
datum and Dragon water, I meane fome redoratiue 
words. Good Maifter Monopoly ^ you know how wel- 
come yare to the Citty, and will you mafter Mon^- 
poiyy keepe out of the Citty \ I know you cannot, 
would you (aw how the poore gentlewoman Ue& 

Mo. Why how lies (he I 

Bird Troth as the way lies ouer Gads-hill^ verj 
dangerous : you would pitty a womans cafe if you iaw 
her : write to her fome treatife of pacification. 

Mon. He write to her to morrow. 

Bird. To morrow: (heele not (leepe then but 
tumble, and if (he might haue it to night, it would 
better pleafe her. 

Mo. Perhaps He doot to night, farewell. 

Bi. If you doot to night, it would better pleafe her 
then to morrow. 

Mo. Gods fo, dod heare, I'me to fup this night at 
the Lyon in Shoredich with certen gallants : canft 
thou not draw forth fome dilicate (ace, that I ha not 
feene, and bring it thither, wut thou ? 

Bird. All the painters in London (hal not fit for 
colour as I can ; but we (hall haue fome (waggering f 

Mo. All as ciuill (by this light) as Lawjrere. 

Bird. But I tell you, (hees not fo conmicm as 
Lawyers, that I meane to betray to your Table : for as 
I'me a Sinner, (hees a Knights Cozen ; a Yorkfliire 
gentlwoman, and only fpeakes a little broad, but of 
very good carriage. 
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Mono, Nay thats no matter, we can fpeake as 
broad as (he ? but wut bring her ? 
Bird, You ftial call her Cozen, do you fee : two 
men (hall waite vpon her, and He come in by chance : 
but (hall not the party bee there % 

Mono, Which party ? 

Bird, The writer of that fimple hand. 

Mon, Not for as many Angels as there be letters 
in her Paper : Speake not of mee to her, nor our 
meeting if you loue mee : wut come ? 

Bird, Mum, He come. 

Mono, FarewelL 

Bird. Good Mailler Monopoly, I hope to fee you 
one day a man of great credite. 

Mo, If I be, He build Chimnies with Tobacco but 
He fmoake fome : and be fure Bird, He (licke wool! 
vpon thy back. 

Bird, Thankes fir, I know you wil, for all the 
kinred of the Monopolies are held to be great Fleecers. 

Exeunt, 

Enter fir Gozlin : Lynstocke^ Whirlepoole^ and the three 
Cittizens wiues maskty ludyth^ MabeU^ and Clare. 

Goz, So draw thofe Curtaines, and lets fee the 
pidlures vnder em. 

Lyn. Welcome to the Stilliard faire Ladies. 
All 3. Thankes good maider Lynflocke, 
Whirl. Hans : fome wine Hans, 

Enter Hans with cloth and Buns. 

Hans, Yaw, yaw, you fall hebben it mefter : 
Old vine, or new vine ? 

Goz, Speake women. 

lud. New wine good fir Gozlin : wine in the mud, 
good Dutchman, for mufl is bed for vs women. 

Hans. New vine 1 veil : two pots of new vine. 

Exit Hans, 

lud. An honed Butterbox : for if it be old, theres 
none of it coms into my belly. 
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Mob, Why Tenterhooke pray thee lets dance friskin, 
& be meiy. 

Lin. Thou art fo troubled with Moncpolies^ diey 
fo hang at thy heart flringes. 

Cla. Pox a my hart £en. 

Enter Hans with Wine, 

lud. I and mine too, if any Courtier of them all 
fet vp his gallowes there : wench vfe him as thou doll 
thy pantables, fcome to let him kifle thy heele, for he 
feedes thee with nothing but Court holy bread, good 
words, and cares not for thee : iir Gozlin^ will you 
tall a Dutch whatch you callum. 

Mob. Heere maifler Lynftocke^ halfe mine is yours. 
Bun^ Bun^ Bun^ Bun. 

Enter Parenthefis. 

Par. Which roome 1 where are they ? wo ho, ho, 
ho, fo, ho, boies. 

Got. Sfoot whofe that ? lock our roome. 

Par. Not till I am in : and then lock out the 
diuell tho he come in the fhape of a puritan. 

All 3. Scholemaifler, welcome t welcome in troth ? 

Par. Who would not bee fcratcht with the biyers 
and brambles to haue fuch burs (licking on his 
breeches : Saue you gentlemen : O noble Knight 

Goz. More wine Hans. 

Par. Am not I (gendemen) a Ferret of the right 
haire, that can make three Conies bolt at a clap into 
your purfenets 1 ha 1 little do their 3. husbands dreame 
what coppies I am fetting their wiues now ? wert not 
a rare left if they (hould come fneaking vppon vs like 
a horrible noife of Fidlers. 

lud. Troth Ide not care : let em come : Ide tell 
em, weede ha none of their dull Muficke. 

Mab. Heere miftris Tenterhooke. 

Clar. Thanks good miftris Wafer. 
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Par. Whofe there t Peepers : Intelligencers : Eue^ 
droppers. 

Omnu Yds foot, throw a pot ats head ? 

Par, O Lord ? O Gentlemen, Knight, Ladies, that 
may bee, Cittizens wiues that are. (hift for your felues, 
a paire of your husbands heads are knocking together 
with Hans his, and inquiring for you. 

Omni, Keepe the doore lockt 

lud. Oh I, do, do : and let fir Gozlin (becaufe he 
has bin in the low Countries) fwear gotz Sacrament, 
and driue e'm away with broken Dutch. 

Pa, Heres a wench has fimple Sparkes in her : 
(hees my pupile Gallants : Good-god 1 I fee a man is 
not fure that his wife is in the Chamber, tho his owne 
fingers hang on the Padlocke: Trap-doores, falfe 
Drabs, and Spring-lockes, may cozen a Couy of Con- 
ilables. How the filly Husbands might heere ha 
beene guld with Flemifli mony : Come : drinke vp 
Rheniy Thames and Mctander dry, Theres Nobody. 

lud. Ah thou vngodly maifler. 

Par, I did but make a falfe fire, to try your vallor, 
becaufe you cryed let em come. By this glafle of 
womans wine, I would not ha feene their Spirits 
walke heere, to bee dubd deputy of ai Ward, I, 
they would ha Chronicled me for a Foxe in a Lambes 
skin : But come : Is this merry Midfomer night agreed 
vpont when fhal it be t where (hall it bel 

Lynjl, Why feith to morrow at night 

WhUe, Weele take a Coach and ride to Ham^ 
or fa 

Tmt, O fie vpont : a Coach ? I cannot abide to 
be iolted. ^ 

Mab, Yet moil of your Cittizens wiues loue 
iolting ? 

Goz, What fay you to Black-wall, or lime-houfe \ 

lud, Euery roome there fmels to much of Tar. 

Lynfl, Lets to mine hod Dogbolts at Brainford 
then, there you are out of eyes, out of eares, priuate 
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roomes, fweet Lynnea, winking attenduice, and what 
cheere you will f 

Omnu Content, to £ramfard% 

Mab, I, I, lets go by water, for fir Gazlin I haue 
heard you fay you loue to go by water. 

lud. But wenches, with what puUies (hall wee Aide 
with fome clenly excufe, out of our husbandes fofpi- 
tion, being gone Wedward for imelts all night 

Par. Thats the blocke now we all (lumble at : 
Winde vp that ilring well, and all the conforts in 
tune. 

lud. Why then goodman fcraper tis wound vp, I 
haue it. Sirra Wafety thy childes at nurfe, if you that 
are the men could prouide fome wife afie that could 
keepe his countenance. 

Par. Nay if he be an Aife he will keepe his coun- 
tenance. 

ItiuL. I, but I meane, one that could fet out his tale 
with audacity, and fay that the child were fick, and 
neare flagger at it : That lail (hould feme all our 
feete. 

Whir. But where will that wife Affe be found 
now I 

Par, I fee I*me borne dill to draw Dun out ath 
mire for you : that wife bead will I be. He bee that 
Affe that (hall grone vnder the burden of that abhomi- 
nable lye. Heauen pardon me, and pray God the infant 
be not punilht fort. Let me fee : He breake out in fome 
filthy (hape like a Thrafher, or a Thatcher, or a Sow- 
gelder, or fomething : and fpeak dreamingly, and 
fwear how the child pukes, and eates nothing (as per- 
haps it does not) and lies at the mercy of God, (as all 
children and old folkes doe) and then fcholler Wafer^ 
play you your part. 

Mob, Feare not me, for a veny or two f 

Par, Where will you meet ith morning ? 

Goz, At fome Tauerne neare the water-fide, thats 
priuate. 
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Far. The Grey-hound, the Greyhound in Black- 
fryers, an excellent Randeuous. 

Lin. Content the Greyhound by eight 1 

Par. And then you may whip forth two firfl, and 
two next, on a fudden, and take Boate at Bridewell 
Dock mofl priuately. 

Omni. Beet fo : a good place I 

Par. He go make ready my ruflicall properties : let 
me fee fcholler hie you home, for your child (hall bee 
ficke within this halfe howre. Exit. 

Enter Birdlime. 

lud. Tis the vprightefl dealing man I Gods my 
pitty, whofe yonder I 

Bird. I'me bold to prefse my felfe vnder the Cul- 
lors of your company, hearing that Gentlewoman was 
in the roome : A word miflrisf 

Clar. How now, what faies he f 

Goz. Zounds what (he? a Bawd, bith Lord Id 
not I 

Mab. No indeed, fir Gozlin (hees a very honeft 
woman, and a Mid-wife. 

Clar. At the Lyon in Shoredichf And would 
he not read it? nor write to mel lie poyfon his 
Supper I 

Bird. But no words that I bewrayd him. 

Clar. G^tlemen I mu(l be gone. I cannot (lay 
in faith : pardon me : He meete to morrow : come 
Nurfe, cannot tarry by this element 

Goz, Mother, you : Grannam drinke ere you goe. 

Bird. I am going to a womans labour, indeede fu*, 
cannot (lay. Exeunt. 

Amh. I hold my life the^blacke-beard her husband 
whidels for her. 

lud. A reckoning : Breake one, breake all. 

Goz. Here Hans^ draw not, He draw for all as 
Ime true knight 
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lud. Let him : amongd women this does iland for 
lawy 
the worUiieft man (tho he be foole) mufl draw. 



Adiu Tertius Scima Prima. 

Enter maiJUr TenUrhooke and his wife 

Tent. What booke is that fweet hart I 

Mift. Tent. Why the booke of bonds that are due 
toyoiL 

Tent. Come, what doe you with it I Why do you 
trouble your felfe to take care about my buiineOe t 

Mifl, Tent. Why fir, doth not that which concerns 
you, conceme me. You told me Monopoly had dif- 
chaiged his bond, I finde by the booke of accounts 
heere, that it is not canceld. Eare I would fuffer fuch 
a cheating companion to laugh at me, Ide fee him 
hanged I. Good fweete hart as euer you loued me, as 
euer my bedde was pleafing to you, arrefl the knaue, 
we were neuer beholding to him for a pin, but for eat- 
ing vp our vidluals. Good Moufe enter an adlion 
againil him. 

Tent. In troth loue I may do the gentleman much 
difcredit, and befides it may be other adlions may fall 
very heauy vpon him. 

Mijl. Tent. Hang him, to fee the difhonefly of the 
knaue. 

Tent. O wife, good woods : A Courtier, A gentle- 
man. 

Mifl, Tent, Why may not a Gentleman be a knaue, 
that were flrange infaith : but as I was a faying, to fee 
the difhonedy of him, that would neuer come fince he 
receiued the mony to vifit vs you know. Meiifter 
Tenterhook he hath hung long vpon you. Maijler Ten- 
terhooke as I am vertuous you (hall arrefl him. 

Tent. Why, I know not when he will come to 
Towne. 



)l 
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Mifl, Te. Hees in town : this night he fups at the 
Lyon in Shoaredich, good husband enter your adlion, 
and make haft to the Lyon prefently, theres an honell 
fellow (Sergeant Ambufh) will doe it in a trice, he neuer 
(alutes a man in Curtefie, but he catches him as if he 
would arreft him. Good hart let Seriant Ambufh ly 
in waite for him. 

Teni. Well at thy entreaty I will doe it Giue me 
my Cloake there, buy a linck and meet me at the 
Counter in Woodftreete ; bufle me MolL 

Mift. Tent, Why now you loue me. He goe to bed 
fweet hart. 

Tent Do not fleep till I come MolL Exit Tent. 

Mift, Tent No lamb, baa flieep, if a woman will 
be free in this intricate laborinth of a husband, let her 
marry a man of a melancholy complexion, fhe fhal 
not be much troubled with him. By my footh my 
Husband hath a hand as dry as his braines, and a 
breath as flronge as fix common gardens. Wei my hus- 
band is gon to arreft Monopoly. I haue dealt with a 
Sargeant priuatly, to intreate him, pretending that he 
is my Aunts Son, by this meanes fhal I fee my jroung 
gallant that in this has plaid his part When they owe 
mony in the Citty once, they deade with their Lawyers 
by attumy, follow the Court though the Court do them 
not the grace to allow them their dyet O the wit of 
a woman when fhe is put to the pinch. 

Exit Miflris Tenterhook. 

Enter nuuJUr Tenterhooke^ Sergeant Ambufh^ and 

yeoman Clutch, 

Ten, Come Sergeant Ambufh, come yeoman 
Clutch, yons the Taueme, the Gentleman will come 
out prefently : thou art refolute. 

Amb. Who 1, 1 carry fire & fword that fight for 
me, hear, and heare. I know moft of the knaues 
about London,' and moft of th^ Theeues to, I thanke 
God, and good intelligence. 
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Tent I wonder thou dofl not tume Broker then. 

Amb. Pew ; I haue bin a Broker already ; for I 
was fird a Puritan, then a Banquerout, then a Broker, 
then a Fencer, and then Sergeant, were not thefe 
Trades woulde make a man honed % peace the doore 
opes, wheele about yeoman Clutch. 

Enter WhirUpooUy Linflocke^ and Monopoly vnbraft. 

Mono, And eare I come to fup in this Taueme 
againe. Theres no more attendance then in a laile, 
and there had bin a Punk or two in the company then 
we (hould not have bin rid of the drawers : now were 
I in an excellent himior to go to a valting houfe, I 
wold break downe all their GlafT-windowes, hew in 
peeces all their ioyne (looles, tear dike petticotes, 
ruffle their Periwigges, and fpoyle their Painting, O 
the Gods what I could do: I could vndergo fif- 
teene bawds by this darknes, or if I could meete one 
of thefe Varlets that were Pannier-ally on their baks 
(Sergeants) I would make them feud fo fad from me, 
that they (hould think it a (horter way betweene this 
and Ludgate, then a condemned Cutpurfe thinkes it 
between Newgate and Tyburn e. 

Lynjl, You are for no adlion to night 

Whirl. No He to bed. 

Mono, Am not I drunke now : Itnplmtur veteris 
bacchi^ pinguifq. Tobacco, 

Whirle, Faith we are all heated. 

Mono, Captain WhirUpooU when wilt come to 
Court and dine with me 1 

Whirl, One of thefe daies Franke, but He get 
mee two Gaunlets for feare I lofe my fingers in the 
difhes, their bee excellent fhauers I heare in the mod 
of your vnder offices 1 I proted I haue often come 
thether, fat downe, drawne my knife, and eare I could 
fay grace all the meate hath bin gone. I haue rifen, 
and departed thence as hungry, as euer came Coun- 
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trey Attumy from Wellminfterl Good night honed 
Franke, doe not fwagger with the watch Franke. 

Exmnt. 

Tenter. So now they are gone you may take him. 

Amb. Sir I arreft you I 

Mono. Arred me, at whofe fuite you varlets t 

Chuck. At maifler Tenterhookes. 

Mono, Why you varlets dare you arrefl one of the 
Court 

Amb, Come will you be quiet fir I 

Mo. Pray thee good yeoman call the gentlemen 
backe againe. Theres a Gentleman hath carried a 
hundred pound of mine home with him to his lodg- 
ing, becaus I dare not carry it ouer the fields, lie 
difcharge it prefently. 

Amb. Thats a trick fir, you would procure a 
reskue. 

Mono. Catchpole do you fee, I will haue the haire 
of your head and beard (haued off for this, and eare 
I catch you at Grayes Inne by this light law. 

Amb. Come will you march. 

Mono. Are you Sergeants Chridians? Sirra thou 
looked like a good pittyfull rafcall, and thou art a tall 
man to it feemes, thou had backt many a man in thy 
time 1 warrant 

Amb. I haue had many a man by the backe fir. 

Mono. Wei faide in-troth, I loue your quality, las 
tis needfull euery man (hould come by his own : but 
as God mend me gentlemen I haue not one crofse 
about me, onely you two. Might not you let a Gen- 
tlemen pafse out of your handes, and fay you faw him 
not 9 Is there not fuch a kinde of mercy in you now 
and then my Maiders, as I line, if you come to my 
lodging to morrowe morning. He giue you fiue brace 
of Angelles? good yeoman perfwade your giaduat 
heere : I know fome of you to be honed fiiithfiill 
Drunkards, refpedl a poore Gentleman in my cafe. 

Tent. Come, it wil not feme your tume. Officers 
looke to him, vpon your peiriL 
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Mono. Do you heare fir, you fee I am in the bands 
of a couple of Rauens here, as you are a Gentleman 
lend me forty (hillings, let me not Hue if I do not pay 
you the forfeiture of the whole bond, and neuer plead 
Confcience. 

Tent, Not a penny, not a penny : God night fir. 

Exit Tenter. 

Mono. Well, a man ought not to fwear byanie 
thing in the hands of Sergeants but by filuer, and be- 
caufe my pocket is no lawful lullice to Minifler any 
fuch oath vnto me, I will patiently incoimter the Coun- 
ter. Which is the deared warde in Prifon Sergeant ! 
the knights ward ? 

Amb, No fir, the Maifters fide. 

Mono, Well the knight is aboue the maiiler though 
his Table be worfe fumilht : He go thether. 

Amb, Come fir, I mud vfe you kindly the Gentle- 
mans Wife that hath arreded you. 

Mono, I what of her. 

Amb, She faies you are her Antes fonne. 

Mono, I, am f 

Amb, She takes on fo pittifully for your Arrefling, 
twas much againfl herwil (good Gentlewoman) that this 
afflid^ion lighted vpon you. 

Mono, She hath reafon, if (he refpedl her poore 
kindred. 

Afnb, You (hall not go to prifon. 

Mono, Honed Sergeant, Confcionable Officer, did 
I forget my felf euen now, a vice that dickes to me 
alwaies when I am drunke to abufe my bed friends : 
where didd buy this buffe % Let me not Hue but lie 
giue thee a good fuite of durance. Wilt thou take my 
bond Sergeant? Wheres a Scriuener, a Scriuener 
good Yeoman 9 you (hal haue my fword and hangers to 
paie him. 

Amb, Not fo Sir : but you (hall be prifoner in my 
houfe : I do not thinke but that your Cofin will vifit 
you there i'th morning, and take order for you. 

Mono, Well faid ; wad not a mod treacherous part 
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to arxeil a man in the night, and when he is almoft 
drunk, when he hath not his wits about him to re- 
member which of his friends is in the Subfedy : Come 
did I abufe you, I recant, you are as neceilary in a 
city as Tumblers in Norfolke, Sumners in Lancafhirey 
or Rake-hels in an Annie. Exeunt. 

^ Enter Farmthefis like a CoUiar^ and a Bay. 

lufL Buy any fmall Coale, buy any fmal Coale. 

Boy. CoUier, CoUier I 

lujf. What faift boy. 

Bay. Ware the Pillory. 

lujl. O boy the pillory allures many a man that 
he is no cukold, for how impoflible weare it a man 
Ihould thrufl his head through fo fmall a Loope-hole if 
his foreheade were brauncht boy t 

Boy. Collier : how came the goofe to be put vpon 
you, hat 

Ju^. He tell thee, the Tearme lying at Winchef- 
ter in Henry the Thirds dales, and many French 
Women comming out of the Ifle of Wight thither 
(as it hath alwaies beene feene) though the Ifle of 
Wight could not of long time neither m dure Foxes 
nor Lawyers, yet it could brook the more dreadful 
Cockatrice, there were many Punkes in the Towne 
(as you know our Tearme is their Tearme) your 
Farmers that j¥Ould fpend but three pence on his 
ordinarie, woulde lauiih halfe a Crowne on his Leach- 
ery: and many men (Calues as they were) would 
ride in a Farmers foule bootes before breakefad, the 
commonil iinner had more fluttering about her, then 
a frefli pimke hath when flie comes to a Towne of 
Garrifon, or to a vniuerfity. Captains, Schollers, Ser- 
uingman, lurors, Clarks, Townefmen, and the BUudce- 
guarde vfed. all to one Ordinaiye, and mod of them 
were cald to a pittifuU reckoning, for before two 
retumes of Michaelmas, Sui^geons were full of bufl- 
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nes, the care of mod fecrdie grew as c a n m i on as 
Lice in Ireland, or as fcabbes in France. One of nqr 
7>ibe a Collier carried in his Cart 4a maim'd foul- 
diors to Saisbury^ looking as pittifiilly as Dutchmen 
firil made drunke, then carried to bee-heading. 
Euery one that roette him cried, ware the Goofe 
Collier, and from that day to this, thers a record to be 
feene at Croiden, howe that pittifidl waflage whidi 
in deede was vertue in the Collier, that all that time 
would carry no Coales, laid this Imputation on all the 
pofterity. 

Boy. You are ful of tricks CoUiar. 

luji. Boy where dwels maifler Wdfer % 

Bev. Why heare ! what woulddt I am one of his 
luvinals ? 

lujl Hath he not a child at nurfle at More- 
ciacktX 

Boy. Yes, doll thou dwel there f 

/njfi. That I do, the Child is wonderous (icke : I 
was m\d to acquaint thy maifler and Miflris with it 

Bi\\\ He vp and tel them prefently. 

A#<7. So, if al (hould faile, I could tume Coilier. 
O the villany of this age, how full of fecrefie and 
filencc (contrary to the opinion of the world) haue I 
euer found mod women. I haue fat a whole after- 
ni>one many times by my wife, and lookt vpon her 
cies, and felt if her pulfe haue beat, when I haue 
nam\l a fuf^KMiled lone, yet all this while haue not 
drawie from her the lead fcruple of confeflion. I 
haue laine a>\'ake a thoufand nights, thinking die wold 
haoe reuealcd fomewhat in her dreames, and when 
d\e has begunne to fpeake any thing in her fleepe, I 
haue ii-^M her, and cried I fweete heart But when 
wil your loue come, or what did hee fay to thee over 
ouer the dall ? Or what did he do to thee in the 
Garden-chamber t Or when wil he fend to thee any 
letters, or when wilt thou fend to him any mony, what 
an idle coxcombe iealoufie wil make a man. 



Weft-ward Hoe. 321 

Enter Wafer and his wife. 

Well, this is my comfort that heere comes a crea- 
ture of the lame head-peece. 

Mifl. Waf O my fweet Child, wheres the Collier I 

luft. Here forfooth. 

Mifl Waf Run into Bucklers burry for two 
ounces of,Draggon water, fome Sperma caety and 
Treakle. What is it ficke of Coliar 1 a burning Feauer 1 

lull. Faith millris I do not know the infirmity of 
of it : wil you buy any fmal Coale, fay you 1 

Waf, Prethee go in and empty them, come be not 
fo impatient 

Mtfl, Waf I, I, I, if you had groand fort as I 
haue done you wold haue bin more natural. Take 
my riding hat, and my kirtle there : He away pre- 
fently 9 

Waf You wil not go to night, I am fure. 

Mt/l, Waf As I Hue but I wU. 

Waf Faith fweet hart I haue great bufmes to 
night, flay til to morrow and He goe with you. 

Mift, Waf No fir I wil not hinder your bufines. 
I fee how little you refpedl the fruits of your owne 
bodie. I (hal find fome bodye to beare me company. 

Waf Wei, I wil deferre my bufines for once, and 
go with thee. 

Mifl, Waf By this light but you (hal not, you fhal 
not hit me i'th teeth that I was your hindrance, wil 
you to Bucklers burry fu- 1 

Waf Come you are a foole leaue your weeping. 

Exit Waf 

Mifl. Waf You (hal not go with me as I Hue. 

lufl. Puple. 

Mifl, Waf Excellent maifter. 

lufl. Admirable Midris, howe happie be our £ng- 
liihwomen that are not troubled with lealous husbands ; 
why your Italians in general are fo Sun-burnt with 
thefe Dog-daies, that your great Lady there thinkes 
her husband loues her not if bee bee not lealious : 
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what confirmes the liberty of our women more in 
England, then the Italian Prouerbe, which (aies if 
there were a bridge ouer the narrow Seas, all the 
women in Italy would fhew their husbands a Million 
of light paire of heeles, and flie ouer into England. 

Mifl, Waf, The time of our meeting 1 Come t 

luft, Seauen. 

Mijl. Waf. The place. 

luft. In Blacke Friers, there take Water, keepe 
a loofe from the (hore, on with your Masks, vp with 
your fails, and Wejl-ward Hoe, 

Mijl. Waf, So. ExitMi/Hs Waf<r. 

Jufi. O the quick apprehenfion of women, the'ile 
groape out a mans meaning prefently, wel, it reds 
now that I difcouer my felfe in my true fhape to thefe 
Gentlewomens husbands : for though I haue plaid the 
foole a little to beguile the memory of mine owne mif- 
fortune, I woulde not play the knaue, though I be 
taken for a fianquerout, but indeed as in other things^ 
fo in that, the worlde is much deceiued in me, for I 
haue yet three thoufand pounds in the hands of a 
fufficient friend, and all my debts difcharged. I haue 
receiued here a letter from my wife, diredled to Siadc^ 
wherein (hee moll repentantly in treateth ray return, with 
protellation to gyue me aflured tryall of her honelly. 
I cannot tell what to thinke of it, but I will put it to 
the tefl, there is a great (Irife betweene beautie, & 
Chaflity, and that which pleafeth many is neuer free 
from temtation : as for lealoufie, it makes many 
Cuckoldes, many fooles, and many banquerouts : It 
may haue abufed me and not my wifes honefly: He 
try it : but firll to my iecure and doting Companion. 

Exit. 

, ^ Enter Monopoly and Miflris Tmterhooke. 

^ Mono, I befeech you Miflris Tcnterhookcy 
Before God He be ficke if you will not be merry. 
Mifl. Tent, You are a fweet Beagle. 
Mono, Come, becaufe I kept from Towne a little. 
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let mee not Hue if I did not heare the ficknes was in 
Towne very hot : In troth thy hair is of an excellent 
colour fmce I faw it. O thofe bright treffes like to 
threds of gold. 

Miji, Tent, Lye, and aihes, fuffer much in the city 
for that comparifon. 

Mono, Heres an honed Gentleman wil be here by 
& by, was borne at Foolham ; his name is Gofling 
Gloo-worme. 

Mift, Tent I know him, what is he 9 

Mono, He is a Knight : what aild yoiu: husband 
to be fo hafly to arrefl me. 

Mift, Tent. Shal I fpeak truly % Ihal I Ipeak not 
like a woman. 

Mono, Why not like a woman. 

Mift, Tent, Becaufe womens tongues are like to 
clacks, if they go too fail they neuer goe true, t'was 
I that got my husband to arrefl thee, I haue. 

Mono, I am beholding to you. 

Mift, Tent, For footh I coulde not come to the 
fpeech of you I thinke you may be fpoken with all 
now. 

Mono, I thanke you, I hope youl baile me Cofin I 

Mift, Tent, And yet why (hould I fpeak with you, 
I proted I loue my husband. 

Mono, Tuih let not any young woman loue a man 
in yeares to welL 

Mift. Tent, Whyl 

Mono, Becaufe heele dye before he can require it 

Mono, I haue acquainted W<rfer and Honyfuckle 
with it, and they allow my wit foi't extreamly. 

Enter Ambufh, 

O honed Sergeant. 

Amb, Welcome good midris Tenterhooke, 
Mift, Tent, Sergeant I mud needs haue my Coiin 
go a little Way out of Town with me, and to fecure 
thee, here are two Diamonds, they are worth two 
hundred pound, keepe them til I returne him. 

Y % 
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Amb, Well tis good fecuritie. 
Mijl. Tent. Do not come in my husbandes fight in 
the meane time. 

Enter WhirUy Glo-worme^ Goding^ LinftocJu^ M\ftris 
HonnyfuckU^ and Afijlris Wafer. 

Amb. Welcom Gallants. 

Whirl. How now Monopoly Arrefled t 

Mono. O my little Honyfuckle art come to vifit a 
Prifoner? 

Mift. Hony. Yes faith as Gentlemen vifit Mar- 
chants, to fare wel, or as Poets young quaint Revel- 
lers, to laugh at them. Sirrha if I were fome foolifh 
luftice, if I woulde not beg thy wit neuer trull me. 

Mift. Tent. Why I pray you I 

MiJl. Hony. Becaufe it hath bin conceald al this 
while, but come (hal we to boat, we are fumiiht for 
attendants as Ladies are, We have our fooles, and our 
Vfliers. 

Sir Goz. I thanke you Madame, I (hall meete 
your wit in the clofe one day. 

Mijl. Waf. Sirra, thou knowell my husband keeps 
a Kennell of hounds ? 

Mift. Hony, Yes. 

Whirl. Doth thy husband loue venery % 

Mift. Waf. Venery? 

Whirl. I, hunting, and venery are words of one 
fignification. 

MiJl. Waf. Your two husband, and hee haue 
made a match to go find a Hare about Bufly Caufy. 

Mijl. Tent. Theile keepe an excellent houfe till we 
come home againe. 

Mijl Ho. O excellent, a Spanifli dinner, a Pilcher, 
and a Dutch fupper, butter and Onions. 

Lynjl. O thou art a mad wench. 

MJl, Tent. Sergeant carry this ell of Cambrick to 
miftris Bird, tel her but that it is a rough tide, and 
that (he feares the water, (he (hould haue gone with vs 

Sir Goz. O thou haft an excellent wit. 
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Whirl To Boat hay I 

Mijl, Hony, Sir Gozlin 1 I doe take it your legs are 
married. 

Sir Goz. Why midris ? 

Miji. Honi, They looke fo thin vpon it. 

Sir Goz, Euer fince I meafurd with your hus- 
band, I haue fhrunk in the calfe. 

Mi/i, Hony, And yet you haue a fweet tooth in 
in your head. 

Sir Goz, O well dealt for the Calues head, you 
may talke what you will of legs, and riling in the imall, 
and fwelling beneath the garter. But tis certain 
when lank thighes brought long (lockings out of 
&fhion, the Courtiers Legge, and his (lender tilting 
(laffe grew both of a bigneSe. Come for Brainford. 

Exeunt. 
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Enter Mi/iris Birdlime and Luce, 

Bird, Good morrow midris Luce : how did you 
take your red to night I how doth your good worfliip 
like your lodging ? what will you haue to breakfad I 

Luce* A poxe of the Knight that was here lafl 
night, he promid to haue fent me fome wilde foule : 
hee was drunk lie be dewed elfe. 

Bird, Why do not you think he will fend them t 

Luce. Hang them : tis no more in fafhion for them 
to keepe their promifes, then tis for men to pay their 
debtes. He will lie fader then a Dog trots : what 
a filthy knocking was at doore lad night : fome puny 
Inn-a-court-men, He hold my contribution. 

Bird, Yes in troth were they, ciuill gentlemen 
without beards, but to fay the truth, I did take excep- 
tions at their knocking : took them a fide & faid to 
them : Gentlemen this is not well, that you (hould 
come in this habit, Cloakes and Rapiers, Boots and 
Spurs, I proted to you, thofe that be your Ancientes 
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in the houfe would haue come to my boufe in tbeir 
Caps and Gownes, ciuilly, and modellly. I promife 
you they might haue bin taken for Cittizens, but tha 
they talke more Uker fooles. Who knocks there f vp 
into your Chamber. Et^er majler Hbnifuckle. 

Who are you, fome man of credit ? that you come in 
mulled thus. 

HanL Whofe aboue f 

Bird. Let me fee your face firft. O maifler Ham- 
fuckliy why the old party : the old party. 

Hani. Pew I will not go vp to her ; no body elfe f 

Enter Chrtfiian. 

Bird. As I liue will you glue me fome Sadcet 
wheres Opportunity. 

Hani. What doft call her I 

Bird. Her name is Chrijlian, but miflris Luce 
cannot abide diat name, and fo (he cals her Opper- 
tunity. 

Hani. Very good, good. 

Bird. 1(1 a (hilling, bring the red in Aqtui viie. 
Come (hals go to Noddy. 

Ham. I and thou wilt for halfe an hower. 

Bird. Heere are the Gardes! deale, God fend 
mee Duces and Aces with a Court Card, and I (hall 
get by it 

Hani. That can make thee nothing. 

Bird. Yes if I haue a coate Card tume vp. 

Hani. I (hew foure games I 

Bird. By my troth I muft (hew all and little 
enough to, fixe games : play your fmgle game, I (hall 
double with you anone.* 

Pray you lend me fome (iluer to count my games t 
How now is it good Sack t 

Enter ChriJUati. 

Chri. Theres a gentleman at doore would fpeake 
with you. 
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Ho. Gods lo, I will not be feene by any means. 

Enter Tenterhook, 

Bird. Into that clofet then 1 What anofther 
mufler? 

Ten. How doll thou mifiris Birdlime f 

Bird. Mailer Tenterhooke the party is abooe in the 
dining Chamber. 

Tent. Aboue. 

Bird. All alone f 

Hani. Is he gone vp 9 who wafl I pray thee I 

Bird. By this facke I will not tel you ! fay diat 
you were a contry Gentleman, or a Cittizen that hath 
a young wife, or an Inne of Chauncery Man, (hould I 
tell you I Pardon me; this Sac e tafles of Horfe 
flefh, I warrant you the leg of a dead horfe hangs in 
the But of Sacke to keepe it quicke f 

Hony. I befeech thee good Mifiris Birdlime tel 
me who it was. 

Bird. O God fir we are fwome to fecrecy as wd 
as Surgeons. 
Come drinke to me, and lets to our game. 

Tenterhooke and Luce aboue. 

Tent Who am 1 1 

Luce. You, pray you vnblind me, Captaine Whirl- 
pooUy no maifler Lynjlock : pray ynblind me you are not 
fir Gozling Glo-worme, for he weares no Ringes of his 
fingers ! Maifler Freeze4eathery O you are George the 
drawer at the Miter, pray you vnblinde mee, Captaine 
Puckfoijly Maifler Counterpaine the Lawier, what the 
diuel meane you, befhrew your heart you haue a very 
dry hand, are you not mine hofl Dog-bolt of Brain- 
ford, Mifiris BirdlymCj maifler Honyfuckle^ Maifler 
Wafer. 

Tent What the laa of al your Clients. 

Luce. O how dofl thou good Cofin. 
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Tent. I you haue many Coiins. 

Liice. Faith I can name many that I do not know, 
and fuppofe I did know them what then T I will fuffer 
one to keepe me in diet, another in apparrel ; another 
in Phifick ; another to pay my houfe rent I am iuil 
of the Nature of Alcumy ; I wil fuffer euery plodding 
foole to fpend monie vpon me, marrie none but fome 
worthie friend to inioy my more retir'd and vfe-fiill 
faithfiilnes. 

Tent, Your loue, your loue. 

Luu. O I, ds the curfe that is laid vppon our 
quallitie, what wee gleane from others we lauifh vpon 
fome trothiefle welfac'd younger Brother, that Loues 
vs onely for maintainance. 

Tent, Had a good tearme Luce f 

Luce, A pox on the Tearme, and now I thinke 
ont, faies a gentleman lad night let the pox be in the 
Towne feauen yeare, Weftminfler neuer breeds Cob- 
webs, & yet tis as catching as the plagu, though not 
al fo general, there be a thoufand bragging lackes in 
London, that wil proted they can ^Ted comfort from 
me when (I fweare) not one of them know wheather 
my palme be moide or not : In troth I loue thee : You 
promid me feuen Elles of Cambrick. Wafer knocks 
and enters. Whofe that knocks 1 

Honi. What, more Sacks to the Myl, He to my old 
retirement. 

Bird, How doth your good worfliip. Pafsion of 
my hart, what (hid (hall I make. How hath your 
good wor. done, a long time ? 

Waf, Very well God amercy. 

Bird, Your good worfti. I thinke be riding out of 
towne. 

Wqf, Yes beleeue me, I loue to be once a weeke 
a horfebacke, for methinks nothing fets a man out, 
better than a Horfe. 

Bird, Tis certen, nothing fets a woman out better 
than a man. 

Waf. What, is mid. Luce aboue ? 
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Bird, Yes truely. 

Waf, Not any company with her. 

Bird. Company 1 Shall I fay to your good wor- 
fhip and not lie, (he hath had no company (let me fee 
how long it was fince your Wor. was heare) you went 
to a Butchers feaH at Cuckolds-hauen the next day 
after Saint Lukes day. Not this fortnight, in good 
truth. 

Waf. AlalTe, good foule. 

Bird, And why was it 1 Go to, go to, I thinke 
you know better than I. The wench asketh euery 
day, when will M. wafer be heere ; And if Knightes 
aske for her, (hee cries out at (layre-hed. As you loue 
my life let em not come vp, He do my felfe vyolence 
if they enter : Haue not you promift hir fomwhat I 

Waf. Faith, I thinke (he loues me. 

Bird. Loues : Wei, wud you knew what I know, 
then you wud fay fomwhat In good faith (hees very 
poore, all her gowns are at pawne : (he owes me fiue 
pound for herdyet, befides 40. (h. I lent her to redeem 
two halfe (ilke Kirtles from the Brokers, And do you 
thinke (he needed be in debt thus, if (hee thought not 
of Some-body. 

Waf, Good honed Wench. 

Bird, Nay in troth, (hees now entring into bond 
for 5. poundes more, the Scriuener is but new gon vp 
to take her bond. 

Wafer, Come, let her not enter into bond, He 
lend her 5. pound, ile pay the red of her debts. Call 
downe the Scriuener 1 

Bird, I pray you when he comes downe, (land 
muHed, and Ile tell him you are her brother. 

Waf. If a man haue a good honed wench, that 
Hues wholy to his vfe, let him not fee hir want 

Exit Bird, and enter aboue. 

Bird. O mid. Ltue^ mid. Liue, you are the mod 
vnfortunate gentlewoman that euer breathde : your 
young wild brother came newly out of the Countrey, 
he calles me Bawd, fweares I keepe a Bawdy houfe. 
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iaies his fider is turned whore, and that he wil kill, 
& flay any man that he finds in her company. 

Tent, What conuayance wil you make with me 
miflris Birdlime. 

Lua- O God let him not come vp, tis tiit 
fwaggringfl wild-oats. 

Bird. I haue pacified him fomwfaat, for I told 
him, that you were a Scriuener come to take a band 
of her, now as you go foorth fay the might haue had 
fo much mony if fhe had pleafed, and &y, (he is an 
faoneft Gentlewoman and al wil be weL 

Tent. Inough, £urewel good Luce. 

Bird. Come change your voice, and nraflle you. 

Luce. What trick fhould this be, I haue neuer a 
brother. He hold my life fome franker cuftomer is 
come, that fhee Ihdes him off fo finoothly. 

Enter Tenterhooke and Birdlime. 

Tent. The Gentlewoman is an honed Gentlewoman 
as any is in London, and fhould haue had thrice as 
much moaey vpon her fingle bond for the good report 
I heare of her. 

Waf. No fir hir fiiends can fumifh her with 
mony. 

Tent. By this light I (hould know that voice, 
WafeTj od'ffoote are you the Gentlewomans Brother ! 

iV(rf. Are you tumd a Scriuener Tenterhooke t 

Bird. I am fpoild. 

Waf. Tricks of miflris Birdlyme by this light 

Enter Honyfuckle. 

Hony. Hoick Couert, hoick couert, why Gentle- 
men, is this your hunting 9 

Tent. A Confort, what make you here Hony- 
fucklel 

Hony. Nay what make you two heare, O ex- 
cellent miflris Bird, thou had more trickes in thee 
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then a Punke hath Vnckles, cofins, Brothers, Sons or 
Fathers : an infinit Company. 

Bird, If I did it not to make your good worfhips 
merry, neuer beleeue me, I wil drinke to your worfhip 
a glaffe of Sack. 

Enter luJUniano, 

lujl. God faue you. 

Ifony &* Waf, Maifter lufHniano welcome from 
Stood, 

lufl. Why Gentlemen I neuer came there. 

Tent, Neuer there ! where haue you bin then ? 

lufl, Mary your daily guefl I thanke you. 

Omn, Ours. 

luJL I yours. 
I was the pedant that learnt your wiues to write, I was 
the Colliar that brought you newes your childe was 
ficke, but the truth is, for ought I knowe, the Child 
is in health, and your wiues are gone to make merry 
at Brainford. 

Wqf, By my troth good wenches, they little dreame 
where we are now. 

luft. You little dreame what gallants are with 
them. 

Tent, Gallants with them ! Ide laugh at that 

luJl, Foure Gallants by this light, Mai. Monopofy 
is one of them. 

Tent, Monopoly f Ide laugh at that in faith. 

lu/l. Would you laugh at that ! why do ye laugh 
at it then, they are ther by this time, I cannot flay to 
giue you more particular intelligence : I haue recemed 
a letter from my wife heare, if you will cal me at Putney , 
He beare you company. 

Tent, Od's foot what a Rogue is Sergeant Amhulhy 
He vndo him by this light 

luft, I met Sergeant Ambujhy and wild him come 
to this houfe to you prefently, fo Gentlemen I leaue 
you ! Bawd I haue nothing to lay to you now ; do not 
thinke to much in fo dangerous a matter for in womens 
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matters tis more dangerous to (land long deliberating, 
then before a battaile. Exit luflL 

Wqf, This fellowes pouerty hath made him an 
arrant kni^ue. 

Bird. Will your worfhip drinke any Aquaviim t 

Tent. A pox on your AquavHa. Mofwpoly^ that 
my wife viged me to arrefl gon to Brainfard. Enter 
Afnbujh. Heres comes the varlet 

Amb. I am come fir to know your pleafure. 

Ten. What hath Monopoly paid the mony yet t 

Amb. No fir, but he fent for mony. 

Tent. You haue not caried him to the counter, he 
is at your houfe (liL 

Amb. O Lord I fir as melancholike, &c 

Tent. You lie like an arrant varlet, by this candle 
I laugh at the iefL 

Bird. And yet hees ready to cry. 

Tent. Hees gone with my wife to Brainford, and 
there bee any Law in England He tickle ye for this. 

Amb. Do your word, for I haue good fecurity & I 
care not, befides it was his cofin your wiues pleafure 
that he fhould goe along with her. 

Tent, Hoy day, her cofin, wel fir, your fecurity. 

Amb. Why fir two Diamonds here. 

Tent. O my hart : my wiues two Diamonds, 
Wel, youle go along and iuflifie this. 

Enter Luce. 

Amb. That I wil fir. 

Ltue. Who am I ? 

Tent. What the Murrion care I who you are, hold 
off your Fingers, or He cut them with this Diamond. 

Luce, He fee em ifaith, 
So, He keepe thefe Diamonds tell I haue my filke 
gowne, and fix els of Cambricke. 

Tent. By this light you flial not 

Luce. No, what do you think you haue Fops in 
hand, fue me for them. 
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Wcf. and Hony. As you refpe6l your credit lets go. 

Tent. Good Luce as you loue me let me haue 
them, it flands vpon my Credit, thou (halt haue any 
thing, take my purffe. 

Ltue, I wUl not be crofl in my humour fir. 

Tent You are a dam'd filthy punke, what an 
vnfortunate Rogue was I, that euer I came into this 
houfe. 

Bird. Do not fpume any body in my houfe you 
were be(L 

Tent. Well, well. 

Bird. Excellent Luce, the getting of thefe two 
Diamondes maie chaunce to faue the Gentlewomens 
credit ; thou heardfl all. 

Luce. O I, and by my troath pitt}'e them, what a 
filthy Knaue was that betraied them. 

Bird. One that put me into pittifull feare, mailer 
lujliniano here hath laied lurking like a (heep-biter, 
and in my knowledge hath drawne thefe gentlewomen 
to this misfortune : but He downe to Queene-hiue, 
and the Watermen which were wont to carrie you to 
Lambeth Marjh^ (hall carry mee thither : It may bee 
I may come before them ; I thinke I fhal pray more, 
what for feare of the water, and for my good fucceife 
then I did this tweluemonth. 

Soma 2 Enter the Earle atid three Seruingmen. 

Earl. Haue you perfiim'd this Chamber I 

Omn. Yes my Lord. 

Ear. The banquet 1 

Omn. It flands ready. 

Ear. Go, let muficke 
Charme with her excellent voice an awfuU fcilence 
Through al this building, that her fphaery foule 
May (on the wings of Ayre) in thoufand formes 
Inuifibly flie, yet be inioy'd. Away. 

I Ser. Does my Lorde meane to Coniure that hee 
drawes this flrange Chaiadlers, 
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2 Ser. He does : but we (hal fee neither the Spirit 
that rifeSy nor the Circle it rifes in. 

3 Set. Twould make our haire (land vp an end if 
wee (houlde, come fooles come, meddle not with his 
matters, Lords may do any thing. Exemtit 

Ear. This night (hal my defires be amply Crownd, 
And al thofe powers, that taft of man in vs» 
Shall now afpire that point of happines, 
Beyond which, fenfual eies neuer looke, (fweet 

pleafure 1) 
Delicious pleaifure % Earths Supreamed good. 
The fpring of blood, tho it dry vp our blood, 
Rob me of that, (tho to be drunke with pleafure. 
As ranke exce(re euen in bed things is bad ; 
Tumes man into a bead) yet that being gone, 
A horfe and this (the goodlied (hape) al one. 
We feed : weare rich attires : and driue to deaue 
The dars with Marble Towers, fight battailes ; Spend 
Our blood to buy vs names : and in Iron hold 
Will we eate roots, to imprifon fiigitiue gold : 
But to do thus, what Spell can vs excite, 
This the drong Magick of our appetite : 
To fead which richly, life it felfe vndoes, 
Whoo'd not die thus ? to fee, and then to choofe 
Why euen thofe that darue in Voluntary wants. 
And to aduance the mind, keepe the fle(h poore. 
The world Imoymg them, they not the world, 
Wud they do this, but that they are proud to fucke 
A fweetnes from fuch fowrenes : let em fo. 
The torrent of my appetite (hall flow 
With happier dreame. A woman ! Oh, the Spirit 
And extradl of Creation ! This, this night, 
The Sun (hal enuy. What cold checks our blood ? 
Her bodie is the Chariot of my foule, 
Her eies my bodies light, which if I want, 
Life wants, or if poflfeffe, I vndo her j 
Tume her into a diuel, whom I adore, 
By fcorching her with the hot deeme of lu(L 
Tis but a minutes pleafure : and the finne 
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Scarce a6led is repented. Shun it than : 

he that can Abilaine, is more than man 1 
Tufli. Refoiu'fl thou to do ill : be not precize 

Who writes of Vertue bed, are flaues to vize, Mufick 
The mudcke founds allarum to my blood, 
Whats bad I follow, yet I fee whats good. 

IVhilfi thefong is heard. The Earle drawes a Curten^ 
and feis forth a Banquet : he then Exit, and Enters 
prefenily with Parenthefis attird like his wife 
maskt: leads him to the table, places him in a 
chaire, and in dumbe fignes, Courts him, til the 
fong he done. 

Ear. Fayre 1 be not doubly maskt : with that and 
night, 
Beautie (like gold) being vf d becomes more bright 

Par. Wil it pleafe your Lordfliip to fit, I fhal 
receiue fmal pleafure if I fee your Lordfhip (land. 
Ear. Witch, hag, what art thou proud damnation f 
Par. A Marchants wife. 
Ear, Fury who raizd thee vp, what com'd thou 

fori 
Par. For a banquet 

Ear. I am abuPd, deluded : Speake what art 
thou? 
Yds death fpeake, or ile kil thee : in that habit 

1 lookt to find an Angel, but thy face, 
Shewes th'art a Diuel. 

Par. My face is as God made it my Lord : I am 
no diuel vnlefTe women be diuels, but men find em 
not fo, for they daily hunte for them. 

Ear. What art thou that dofl cozen me thus 1 

Par. A Marchants wife I fay : luflinianos wife. She, 
whome that long burding piece of yours, I meane that 
Wicked mother Birdlyme caught for your honor. Why 
my Lord, has your Lordfhippe forgot how ye courted 
me lad morning. 

Ear. The diuel I did. 
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Par. Kiil me lafl morning. 

Ear. Succubm^ not thee. 

Par, Gaue me this lewel lafl morning. 

Ear. Not to thee Harpy, 

Par, To me vpon mine honeftie, £wore you would 
build me a lodging by the Thames fide widi a water- 
gate to it : or els ^e mee a lodging in Cole-harbor. 

Ear. I fwore fo. 

Par. Or keep me in a Laborinth as Harry kept 
Rofamond wher the Minotaure my husband fhould 
not enter. 

Ear, I fware fo, but Gipfie not to thee 1 

Par, To me vppon my honour, hard was the fiqge, 
which you laid to the Chriflal wals of my chaftity, 
but I held out you know : but becaufe I cannot bee 
too (lony harted, I yeelded my Lord, by this token my 
Lord (which token lies at my heart like lead) but 
by this token my Lord, that this night you fhould 
commit that finne which we al know with me. 

Ear, Thee 1 

Par, Do I looke vgly, that you put thee vppon 
me : did I giue you my hand to home my head, thats 
to fay my husband, and is it com to thee : is my face 
a filthyer face, now it is yours, then when it was his : 
or haue I two faces vnder one hoode. I confeiTe I 
haue laid mine eyes in brine, and that may chaimge 
the coppy. But my Lord I know what I am. 

Ear. A Sorcereffe, thou (halt witch mine eares no 
more. 
If thou canfl pray, doot quickly for thou died. 

Par, I can praie but I will not die, thou lied : 
My Lord there drops your Ladle ; And now know. 
Thou vnfeafonable Lecher, I am her husband 
Whom thou wouldfl make whore, read : (he fpeakes 

there thus, 
VnlefTe I came to her, her hand (hould free 
Her Chaflitie from blemi(h, proud I was 
Of her braue mind, I came, and feeing what (lauerie 
Pouertie, and the frailtie of her Sex 
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Had, and was like to make her Subiedt to, 
I begd that (he would die, my fuite was granted, 
I poifon'd her, thy lull there (Irikes her dead. 
Homes feard, plague worfe, than flicking on the 
head. 

Ear, Oh God thou hail vndone thy felfe and me, 
None Hue to match this peece, thou art to bloudie, 
Yet for her fake, whom lie embalme with teares. 
This A61 with her I bury, and to quit 
Thy loffe of fuch a lewel, thou ftisiit (hare 
My liuing with me, Come imbrace. 

Par, My Lord. 

Earl, Villaine, dambd mercileffe flaue. He torture 
thee 
To euery ynch of flefh : what ho : helpe whofe 
there ? 

Enter Servingmen. 

Come hither : heres a murderer, bind him. How now. 
What noife is this. 

Enter the 1, Seruingmen, 

I Ser, My Ix)rd there are three Cittizens face mce 
downe, that heres one maifler Parenthefis a fchoole- 
maifler with your Lordfhip and defure he may be 
forthcomming to em. 

Par, That borrowed name is mine. Shift for your 
f elues : 
Away, (hiit for your felues ; fly, I am taken. 

Ear, Why fliould they flye thou Skreech-owle. 

Par, I wil tel thee, 
Thofe three are partners with me in the murder. 
We four commixt the poifon, fhift for your felues. 

Ear, Stops mouth, and drag him bsicke : intreat em 
enter. 

Enter the three Cittizens. 

O what a conflict feele I in my bloud, 

t 7 
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I would I were leffe great to be more good : 

Y'are welcome, wherefore came you ! guard the 

dores : 
When I behold that obie6l, al my fences 
Reuolt from reafon, he that offers flight, 
Drops downe a Coarfe. 
All 3. A Coarfe ? 
I. Ser, I a coarfe, do you fcom to be worms meat 

more then (he ? 
Par, See Gentlemen, the Italian that does fcome. 
Beneath the Moone, no bafenes like the home. 
Has powr'd through all the veines of yon chail 

bofome, 
Strong poifon to preferue it from that plague. 
This flefhly Lord : he doted on my wife, 
He would haue wrought on her and plaid on me. 
But to pare off thefe brims, I cut off her. 
And guld him with this lie, that you had hands 
Dipt in her blood with mine, but this I did. 
That his ilaind age and name might not be hid. 
My A<n (tho vild) the world fhall crowne as iufl, 
I (hall dye cleere, when he Hues foyld with lud : 
But come : rife Moll. Awake fweete Moll, th'aft 

played 
The woman rarely, counterfetted well. 
I. Ser, Sure (h'as nine Hues. 
Par. See, Lucrece is not (laine. 
Her eyes which luft cald Suns, haue their firft 

beames, 
And all thefe frightments are but idle dream es : 
Yet (afore loue) (he had her knife prepard 
To let his bloud forth ere it (hould run blacke ? 
Do not thefe open cuts now, coole your back 1 
Methinks they (hould : when Vict fees with broad 

eyes 
Her vgly forme, (he does hirfelfe defpife. 

Ear. Mirror of dames, I looke vpon thee now. 
As men long blind, (hauing recouered fight) 
' Amazd : fcarce able are to endure the li|^t : 
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Mine owne (hame flrikes me dumb : henceforth the 

booke 
lie read (hall be thy mind, and not thy lobke. 

Hony. I would either wee were at Braineford to 
fee our wiues, or our wiues heere to fee this Pageant 

Ten. So would I, I (land \'pon thomes. 

Ear. The iewels which I gaue you : weare : your 
fortunes. 
He raife on golden Pillars : fare you well, 
Lull in old age like burnt (Iraw, does euen choake 
The kindlers, and confumes, in flincking Smoake. 

ExU. 

Par. You may follow your Lord by the fmoake. 
Badgers. 

I. Ser. If fortune had fauord him, wee might haue 
followed you by the homes. 

Par. Fortune fauors fooles, your Lords a wife 
Lord : So : how now ? ha f This is that makes me 
fat now, i(l not Rats-bane to you Gentlemen, as pap 
was to Nejlor^ but I know the inuilible fms of your 
wiues hang at your eye-lides, and that makes you fo 
heauy headed. 

Tent. If I do take em napping I know what 
He do. 

Honi. He nap fome of them. 

Tent. That villaine Monopoly^ and that fir Goslin 
treads em all. 

Wafer. Wud I might come to that treading. 

Par. Ha ha, fownd I : come Moll : the booke of 
the fiedge of 0/Iendy writ by one that dropt in the ac- 
tion, will neuer fell fo well, as a report of the fiedge 
between this Graue^ this wicked elder and thy felfe, 
an imprelTion of you two, wold away in a May-morn- 
ing : was it euer heard that fuch tyrings, were brought 
away from a Lord by any wench but thee Moll, with- 
out paying, vnlefle the wench connycatcht hira 1 go 
thy waies : if all the great Turks Concubins were 
but like thee, the ten-penny-infidell (hould neuer neede 

z 2 
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keep fo many geldings to ney ouer em : come fhal this 
Wefleme voyage hold my harts ? 

Ail 3. Yes, yes. 

Far. Yes, yes : Sfoot you fpeake as if you had no 
harts, & look as if you were going weftward indeede : 
to fee how plaine dealing women can pull downe men : 
Moll youle helpe vs to catch Smelts too ? 

Mt/l. lujl. If you be pleafd. 

Par, Neuer better fince I wore a Smock. 

Honi. I fear our oares haue giuen vs the bag. 

Wafer, Good. Ide laugh at that 

Par, If they haue, would wheres might giue them 
the Bottle : come march whilft the women double 
their files : Married men fee, theres comfort ; the 
Moones vp : fore Don Phalms^ I doubt we (hall haue 
a Frofl this night, her homes are fo (harp : doe you 
not feele it bite. 

Tent, I do, Ime fure. 

Par, But weele fit vppon one anothers skirts ith 
Boate, and lye clofe in draw, like the hoary Courtier. 
Set on to Brainford now : where if you meete fraile 

wiues, 
Nere fweare gainil homes, in vaine dame Nature 
llriues. Exeunt 



A£lus Quintus Sccena Prima. 

Enter Monopoly, WhirlcpooUy Lynjlock^ and their 
wiues^ ludyth, Mabell, and Clare, their Hats off. 

Mono. Why Chamberlin ? will not thefe Fidlers 
be drawn forth ? are they not in tune yet 1 Or are the 
Rogues a fraid ath Statute, and dare not trauell fo fiar 
without a paffe-port ? 

Whir. What Chamberlin ? 

Lynjl. Wheres mine hod ? what Chamberlin. 

Enter Chamberlin, 
Cham. Anon fir, heere fir, at hand fir. 
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Mono, Wheres this noife f what a lowfie Townes 
this T Has Brainford no mufick int 

Cham, They are but rozining fir, and theile fcrape 
themfelues into your company prefently. 

Mofw, Plague a their Cats guts and their fcrap- 
ing : dofl not fee women here, and can we thinkft 
thou be without a noife then ? 

Cha, The troth is fir, one of the poore inftniments 
caught a fore mifchance lafl night: his mod bafe 
bridge fell downe, and belike they are making a 
gathering for the reparations of that. 

Whir When they come, lets haue em with apox. 

C?tam, Well fir, you (hall fir. 

Mo. Stay Chamberlin : wheres our knight fu* Goz- 
lin t wheres fir Gozlin. 

Cham, Troth fir, my mafler, and fir Gozlin are 
guzling : they are dabling together fathom deepe : the 
Knight hath drunke fo much Helth to the Gentleman 
yonder, on his knees, that hee has almoft loft the vfe 
of his legs. 

lud, O for loue, let none of em enter our roome, 
fie. 

Mab, I wud not haue em caft vp their accounts 
here, for more then they meane to be drunke this 
tweluemonth. 

Cla, Good Chamberlin keepe them and their 
Helthes out of oiu- company. 

Cham, I warrant you, their Helthes (hall not hurt 
you. Exit, 

Mo, I, well faid : they're none of our giuing : let 
em keep their owne quarter : Nay I told you the man 
would foake him if hee were ten Knights : if he were 
a Knight of Gold theyd fetch him ouer. 

Cla, Out vpon him ? 

Whirl, Theres a Liefetennant and a Captaine 
amongft em too. 

Mo, Nay, thenlooke to haue fome body lie on the 
earth fort : Its -ofditiary for your Liefetennant to be 
drunke with your Captaine, and your Capten to caft 
with your Knight 
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Cia, Did you neuer hear how fir Fabian Scarcrow 
(euen fuch another) tooke me vp one night before my 
husband being in wine. 

Mab. No indeede, how was it ? 

Cia, But I thinke I tooke him downe with a wit- 
nelle. 

lud. Howl Good Tenterhooke, 

Cia, Nay He haue all your eares take part of it 

Omni, Come, on then. 

Cia, He vfd to freequent me and my Husband 
diuerfe times ; And at lad comes he out one morning 
to my husband, and layes, maifler Tenterhooke laies 
he, I mud trouble you to lend mee 200. pound about 
a commodity which I am to deale in, and what was 
that commodity but his knighthood. 

Otnn, So. 

Cia, Why you fliall Maider Scarcrow faies my good 
man : So within a little while after, Maider Fabian 
was created Knight 

Mono. Created a Knight ! thats no good heraldry : 
you mud fay dubd. 

Cia. And why not Created pray. 

Omn, I wel done, put him downe ats owne 
weapon. 

Cia. Not Created, why al things haue their being 
by creation. 

Lynfl. Yes by my faith id. 

Cia. But to return e to my tale. 

Whirl. I mary : marke now. 

Cia. When he had climb'd vp this codly ladder of 
preferment, he disburfes the mony backe agen very 
honorably; comes home, and was by my husbande 
invited to fupper : There fupt with vs befides, another 
Gentleman incident to the Court, one that hadde be- 
ipoke me of my husband to help me into the ban- 
queting houfe and fee the reuelHng : a young Gentle- 
man, and that wagge (our fchoolemaider) maider Pa- 
renthefis^ for I remember he faid grace, methinks I fee 
him yet, how he turn'd vp the white a*th eie, when he 



Wejl-ward Hoe. 343 

came to the lad Gafpe, and that he was almod pad 
Grace. 

Mab, Nay he can doot 

Cla. All fupper time, my New-minted knight, 
made Wine the waggon to his meat, for it ran downe 
his throat fo fad, that before my Chamber-maid 
had taken halfe vp, he was not fcarce able to dand. 

Mono, A generall fault at Cittizens tables. 

Cla, And I thinking to play vpon him, askt him, 
Sir Fabian Scarcrow quoth I, what pretty Gentle- 
woman wil you raife vp now to dal her your Lady 1 
but he like a foul-mouthd man, fwore zounds He dal 
neuer a puncke in England. A Lady, theres two 
many already : O fie Sir Fabian (quoth I) will you cal 
her that diaU bee your wife fuch an odious name ! and 
then he fets out a throat & fwore agen (like a dink- 
ing breathd knight as he was) that women were like 
horfes. 

Itid. and Mab. O filthy knaue. 

Cla. Theyde break ouer any hedge to change 
their padure, tho it were worfe : Fie man fie, (faies 
the Gentlewoman.) 

Mono. Very good. 

Cla. And he bridling vp his beard to raile at her 
too, I cut hym ouer the thumbs thus : why fir Fabian 
Scarcrow did I incenfe my husband to lend you fo 
much mony vpon your bare worde, and doe you back- 
bite my fi-iends, and me to our faces ! I thought you had 
more perfeuerance ; if you bore a Knightly and a de- 
generous mind you would fcome it : you had wont to 
be more deformable amongd women ; Fie, that youle 
be fo humorfome: here was Nobodie fo egregious 
towardes you fur Fabian \ and thus in good fadnes, I 
gaue him the bed wordes I coulde picke out to maJce 
him adiamd of his doings. 

Whirl. And how tooke he this Corre<5lion. 

Cla. Verie heauily : for he flept prefentlie vpont : 
& in the morning was the forried Knight, and I 
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warrant is fo to this daie, that liues by bread in 

England. 

Mono, To fee what wine and women can do, the 
one makes a man not to haue a word to throw at a 
Dogge, the other makes a man to eat his owne words, 
tho they were neuer fo filthy. 

WhirL I fee thefe Fiddlers cannot build vp their 
bridge, that fome Muficke may come ouer vs. 

Lynst. No faith they are drunke too, what fhals do 
therefore. 

Mono. Sit vp at Cards al night 1 

Afab. Thats Semingmans ^ifhion. 

Whirl, Drinke burnt wine and Egs then f 

lud. Thats an exercife for your fub-burbe wenches. 

Cla. No no, lets fet vpon our poflet and fo march 
to bed. for I begin to wax light with hauing my 
Natural fleep puld out a mine eies. 

Omn, Agreed : beet fo, the facke poffet and to 
bed. 

Mono. What Chamberlain 1 I mufl take a pipe of 
Tobacco. 

3. Women. Not here, not here, not here. 

Mab. He rather loue a man that takes a purfe, 
then him that takes Tobacco. 

Cia. By my little finger He breake al your pipes, 
and bume the Cafe, and the box too, and you drawe 
out your (linking fmoake afore me. 

Mono. Prethee good miflris Tenterhooks^ He ha 
done in a trice. 

Mab. Do you long to haue me fwoune I 

Mono. He vfe but halfe a pipe introth. 

Cia. Do you long to fee me lie at your feet ! 

Mono. Smell toot : tis perfum'd. 

Cia, Oh God 1 Oh God ? you anger me : you (lir 
my bloud : you moue me : you make me fpoile a good 
face with frowning at you : this was euer your faftiion, 
fo to fmoake mv Husband when \ ou come home, that 
I could not abide him in mine eye : hee was a moate 
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in it me thought a month after : prayfpawle in another 
roome : fie, fie, fie. 

Mo, Well, well, come, weele for once feed hir 
humor. 

lud. Get two roomes off at lead if you loue vs. 

Mob. Three, three, maifler Lynftocke three. 

Un, Sfoote weele dance to Norwich, and take it 
there, if youle (lay till we retume agen I Heeres a 
(lir, youle ill abide a fiery face, that cannot endure a 
finoaky nofe. 

Mo, Come lets fatisfie our appetite. 

Whi, And that wil be hard for vs, but weele do 
our befl. EocmnU 

Cla, So ; are they departed 1 What firing may 
wee three thinke that thefe three gallants harp vppon, 
by bringing vs to this fmfull towne of Brainford I ha 1 

Itid. I know what firing they would harpe vppon, 
if they could put vs into the right tune. 

Mab^ I know what one of em buz'd in mine eare, 
till like a Theefe in a Candle, he made mine eares 
bume, but I fwore to lay nothing. 

Cla. I know as verily they hope, and brag one to 
another, that this night theile row weflward in our 
husbands whirries, as wee hope to bee rowd to 
London to morrowe morning in a paire of oares. 
But wenches lets bee wife, and make Rookes of 
them that I warrant are now letting purfenets to cony- 
catch vs. 

Both. Content 

Cla. They (hall know that Cittizens wiues haue 
wit enough to out drip twenty fuch guls ; tho we are 
merry, lets not be mad : be as wanton as new married 
wiues, as fantadicke and Hght headed to the eye, as 
fether-makers, but as pure about the heart, as if we 
dwelt amongfl em in Black Fryers. 

Mab, Weele eate and drinke with em. 

Clar, Oh yes : eate with em as hungerly as foul- 
diers : drinke as if we were Froes : talke as freely as 
ledors, but doe as little as mifers. Who (Uke dry 
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Nurfes) haue great breafles but giue no milke. It 
were better we fhould laugh at their popin-Iayes, then 
Hue in feare of their prating tongues : tho we lye all 
night out of the Citty, they (hall not find country 
wenches of vs : but fmce we haue brought em thus 
iax into a fooles Paradice, leaue em int : the led (hal 
be a flock to maintain vs and our pewfellowes in 
laughing at chriflnings, cryings out, and vpfittings this 
1 2. month : how fay you wenches, haue I fet the Sadie 
on the right horfe. 

Boath, O twill be excellent 

Mab, But how (hall we fhift em off 1 

Cla. Not as ill debters do their Creditors (with 
good wordes) but as Lawyers do their Clyents when 
tiieir ouerthrown, by fome new knauifh tricke : and 
thus it fliall bee : one of vs muil diffemble to be fud- 
denly very fick. 

lud, lie be (he. 

Clar. Nay, tho we can all diflfemble well, yet He be 
(he : for men are fo iealous, or rather enuious of one 
anothers happineffe (Efpecially in this out of towne 
goflipings) that he who (hall mifse his hen, if hee be 
a right Cocke indeede, will watch the other from 
treading. 

Mab, Thats certaine, T know that by my felfe. 

Cla, And like Efops Dog, vnlefse himfelfe might 
eate hay, wil lie m the manger and (larue : but heele 
hinder the horfe from eating any : befides it will be as 
good as a Welch hooke for you to keepe out the other 
at the Staues end : for you may boldly (land vppon 
this point, that vnleffe euery mans heeles may bee tript 
vp, you fcorne to play at football. 

lud, Thats certaine ; peace I heare them fpitting 
after their Tobacco. 

Cla. A chaire, a chaire, one of you keepe as great 
a coyle and calling, and as if you ran for a midwife ; 
tho'ther holde my head : whylft I cut my lace. 

Mab, PalTion of mel maider Monopoly^ maifler 
Linjlocke and you be men, help to daw mi/iris Tenter- 
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hoohe : O quickly, quickly, (hees ficke and taken with 
an Agony. 

Enter as Jhe cryes Monopolies Whirlepoole^ and 

Lynjlocke, 

Omnu Sick 1 How 1 how now I whats the matter f 

Mofiop. Sweet Clare call vp thy fpirits. 

Clare. O mailler Monopoly y my fpirits will not come 
at my calling, I am terrible and 111 : Sure, fure, I'me 
ilruck with fome wicked planet, for it hit my very 
hart : Oh I feele my lelfe worfe and worfe. 

Mono, Some burnt Sack for her good wenches : 
or poflit drink, poxe a this Rogue Chamberlin, one 
of you call him : how her pulfes beate : a draught 
of Cynamon water now for her, were better than two 
Tankerdes out of the Thames : how now 1 Ha. 

Cla, lU, ill, ill, ill, ill. 

Mono. I'me accurd to fpend mony in this Towne 
of iniquity : theres no good thing euer comes out of 
it : and it (lands vppon fuch mufly ground, by reafon 
of the Riuer, that I cannot fee how a tender woman 
can do well int Sfoot % Sick now % cad down now 
tis come to the pu(h. 

Cla, My mind mifgiues me that als not found at 
London. 

Whirle, Poxe on em that be not founde, what need 
that touch you % 

Cla, I feare youle neuer carry me thither. 

Omni. Puh, puh, fay not fo. 

Cla. Pray let my cloathes be vtterly vndone, and 
then lay mee in my bed. 

Lynjl. Walke vp and downe a litde. 

Cla. O maider Lynflocky tis no walking will feme 
my tume : haue me to bed good fweete Midris Horn- 
fuckley I doubt that olde Hag Gillian oi Braineford 
has bewitcht me. 

Mono. Looke to her good wenches. 

Mob. I fo we will, and to you too : this was excel- 
lent. Exeunt. 
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Whirle. This is flrange. 

Lynjl. Villanous fpiteful luck : no matter, th,other 
two hold b)ras. 

WhtrU. Peace« marke how hees nipt : nothing 
greeues mee fo much as that poore Pyramus here 
mud haue a wall this night betweene him and his 
Thisbe. 

Mono, No remedy trufly Troylus : and it greeues 
mee as much, that youle want your falfe Creffida to 
night, for heeres no fir Pandarus to vlher you into 
your Chamber. 

Lynfl, He fomon a parlee to one of the Wenches, 
and fee how all goes. 

Mono. No whifpring with the common enimy by 
this Iron : he fees the Diuell that fees how all goes 
amongfl the women to night : Nay Sfoot 1 If I (land 
piping till you dance, damne me. 

Lyn, Why youle let me call to em but at the key- 
hole. 

Mono. Puh, good maifter Lynjlocke, He not (land 
by whilfl you giue Fire at your Key-holes % He hold 
no Trencher till another feedes : no ilirrup till 
another gets vp : be no doore-keeper. I ha not beene 
fo often at Court, but I know what the back-fide of 
the Hangings are made of. He truft none vnder a 
peece of Tapiflry, viz. a Couerlet. 

Whirl. What will you fay if the Wenches do this 
to gull us 1 

Mono. No matter, He not be doubly guld, by them 
and by you : goe, will you take the leafe of the next 
chamber and doe as I do. 

Both. And whats that ? 

Mono. Any villanie in your company, but nothing 
out on't will you fit vp, or lie by*te. 

Whirl. Nay lie fure, for lying is mod in fafhion. 

Mono. Troth then ; He haue you before mee. 

Both. It (hall be youres. 

Mono. Yours ifaith : He play Janus with two faces 
& looke a fquinte both wayes for one night. 
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Lyn. Well Sir, you (hall be our dorc-keeper. 
Mono, Since we mud fwira, lets leape into one 
flood, 
Weele either be all naught, or els all good. Exeunt 

J *'^ ■ 

» ^ Enter a noyfe of FidlerSy following the Chamberlyn, 

Cham, Come, come, come, follow mee, follow 
mee. I warrant you ha lofl more by not falling into 
a found lad night, than euer you got at one lob fmce 
it pleafd to make you a noife : I can tell you, gold is 
no money with 'hem : follow me and fum as you goe ; 
you fhall put fomething into their eares, whUft I pro- 
uide to put fomething into their bellies. Followe clofe 
and fum — ^^— Exeunt 



Enter Sir Gozlin and Bird-lime puld along by him. 

Goz, What kin art thou to Ijong-Meg of Weft- 
minder ? th'art like her. 

Bird, Some-what a like Sir at a blulh, nothing a 
kin Sir, fauing in height of minde, and that (he was a 
goodly Woman, 

Goz. Mary Anbree, do not you know me? had 
not I a fight of this fweete Phifnomy at Renifli-wine 
houfe 1 ha lad day ith Stilliard ha ! whither art bound 
Galley-foift I whether art bound 1 whence com'ft thou 
female yeoman-a the gard 1 

Bird. From London Sir. 

Goz, Doft come to keepe the dore Afcapart 

Bird, My reparations hether is to fpeake with the 
Gentlewoman here that drunke with your worfliippe at 
the Dutch-houfe of meeting. 

Goz, Drunke with, mee, you lie, not drunke with 
me : but 'faith what wou'dft with the Women ? they 
are a bed : art not a mid-wife 1 one of hem told mee 
thou wert a night woman. 
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Mufick within : the HdUrs. 

Bird. I ha brought fome women a bed, in mj 
time Sir. 

Goz. I and fome yong-men too, ha*(l not Pandora f 
howe now ! where*s diis noyfe. 

Bird. He commit your worfliip. 

Goz. To the Stockes? art a luflicef (halt not 
commit mee : dance firfl 'faith, why fcrapers, appeare 
vnder the wenches Comicall window, byth* Lord ! 
Vds Daggers ? cannot fmne be fet a (hore once in a 
raigne vpon your Country quarters, but it muf^ haue 
fidling 1 what fet of Villain es are you, you perpetuall 
Ragamuffins 1 

Fid. The Towne Confort Sir. 

Goz. Confort with a pox ? cannot the (baking of 
the flieets be danc'd without your Town piping 1 nay 
then let al hel rore. 

Ind. I befeech you Sir, put vp yours, and wee'lc 
put vp ours. 

Goz. Play you louzie Hungarians : fee, looke the 
Mai-pole is fet vp, weele dance about it : keepe this 
circle Maquerdle. 

Bird. I am no Mackrell, and ile keepe no Circles. 

Goz. Play, life oi Pharao play, the Bawde (hall 
teach mee a Scotch ligge. 

Bird. Bawd ! I defie thee and thy ligges what- 
foeuer thou art : were I in place where, Ide make thee 
proue thy wordes. 

Goz. I wud proue 'hem Mother bed be truil : why 
doe not I know you Granam ? and that Suger-loafe I 
ha ! doe I not Magcera. 

Bird. I am none of your Megges, do not nick- 
name me fo : I will not be nickt. 

Goz. You will not : you will not : how many ot 
my name (of the Glowormes) haue paid for your furr'd 
Gownes, thou Womans broker. 

Bird. No Sir, I fcome to bee beholding to any 
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Glo-wonnc that Hues vppon Earth for my furrc : I can 
keepe my felfe warme without Glowormes. 

Got. Canft fing Wood-pecker % come fmg and 
wake *hem. 

Bird. Wud you (hould well know it, I am no 
tinging Woman. 

Goz. Howie then I sfoote fmg, or howle, or He 
break your Eftrich Egfliell there. 

Bird. My Egge hurts not you, what doe you 
meane to florifh fo. 

Goz. Sing Madge, Madge, fmg Owlet 

Bird. How can I fing with fuch a fowre face — I 
am haunted with a caugh and cannot fing. 

Goz. One of your Inftruments Mowntibankes, 
come, here clutch : clutch. 

Bird. Alas, Sir, I'me an olde woman, and knowe 
not how to clutch an infbiiment. 

Goz. Looke marke too and fro as I rub it : make 
a noyfe: its no matter: any hunts vp, to waken 
vice. 

Bird. I (hall neuer rub it in tune. 

Goz. Will you fcrape ? 

Bird. So you will let me go into the parties, I will 
iawe, & make a noyfe. 

Goz. Doe then : fhatt into the parties, and part 
'hem : (hat my leane Lcma. 

Bird. If I muft needes play the Foole in my olde 
dayes, let mee haue the bigged indrument, becaufe I 
can hold that bed : I (hall cough like a broken 
winded horfe, if I gape once to fing once. 

Goz. No matter cough out thy Lungs. 

Bird. No Sir, tho Ime olde, and worme-eaten Ime 
not fo rotten — ^—— ^ Coughes, 

A SONG. 

Will your worfhip be ridde of me now. 

Goz. Faine, as rich-mens heyres would bee of 
their gowtye dads : thats the hot-houfe, where your 
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parties are fweating : amble : goe, tell the Hee parties 

I haue fent 'hem a Made to their (hippe. 

Bird, Yes forfooth He do your errand. EmL 

Goz, Half mufly ilill by thundring louei with 
what wedge of villanie might I cleaue out an howre 
or two ? Fidlers, come : (Irike vp. inarch before inee» 
the Chamberlaine (hall put a Crowne for you into his 
bill of Items : you fhall fmg bawdie fongs vnder euery 
window ith Towne : vp will the Clownes ftart, downe 
come the Wenches, wee'le fet the Men a fighting the 
Women a fcolding, the Dogs a barking, you (hall go 
on fidling, and I follow dancing LanUBra : curry your 
indruments : play and away. EodL 

s^ ' Enter Tenter-hooke, Hony-fuckle, Wafer, Parenthe(i% 
and his wife with Ambu(h a/r^Chamberiajrn. 

Hony, Serieant Ambujhy as th'art an honeft fellow, 
fcowte in fome backe roome, till the watch-word be 
giuen for fallying forth. 

Amb, Duns the Moufe. Exit, 

Tent, — A little low-woman faift thou, — in a Veluet- 
cappe-and one of *him in a Beauer I brother Honny- 
fuckie, and brother Wafcr^ hearke — they are they. 

Waf, But art fure theyr husbands are a bed with 
'hem ? 

Cha, I thinke fo Sir, I know not, I left Tiem to- 
gether in one roome : and what diuifion fell amongft 
'hem, the fates can defcouer not I. 

Tent, Leaue vs good Chamberlaine, wee are fome 
of their friends : leaue vs good Chamberlaine : be 
merry a little : leaue vs honed Chamberlaine — Exit, 
Wee are abuzd, wee are bought and fold in Brainfard 
Market : neuer did the (ickne(re of one belyed nurfe- 
child, dicke fo cold to the heartes of three Fathers : 
never were three innocent Cittizens fo horribly, fo 
abhominably wrung vnder the withers. 

Both, What (hall wee do ? how (hall we helpe our 
(elues ? 
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Himy, How (hall wc pull this thorne out off our 
foote before it rande f 

Tent, Yes, yes, yes, well enough ; one of vs (lay 
here to watch : doe you fee : to watch : haue an eye, 
haue an eare. I smd my brother Wqfer^ and Maiil. 
luftimano^ will fet the towne in an infurre^tion, bring 
hither the Conflable, and his Billmen, breake open 
vpon liem, take liem in their wickednefle^ and put 
liem to their purgation. 

Both. Agreed. 

Par. Ha, ha, puigation« 

Tent. Weele haue 'hem before fome Countrey 
luflice of Coram (for we fcome to be bound to the 
Peace) and this luflice (hall draw his Sword in our 
defence, if we finde "hem to be Malefadlors wee'Ie 
tide 'hem. 

Hony, Agreed : doe not fay, but doo't come. 

Par, Are you mad f do you know what you doe f 
whether will you runne % 

All 3. To fet the Towne an an vprore. 

Par. An vprore ! will you make the Townef-men 
think, that Londoners neuer come hither but vpon 
Saint Ihomafes nifirht ? Say you fhould rattle vp the 
Conflable : thrafh all the Countrey together, hedge in 
Uie houfe with Flayles, Pike-flaues, and Pitch-forkes, 
take your wiaes napping, thefe Wefleme Smelts 
nibling, and tmt like fo many Vulcans^ euery Smith 
(hould difcouer his Venus dancing with Afars^ in a 
net ? wud this plafler cure the head-ake. 

Tent. I, it wood. 

All 3. Nay it fhud. 

Par. Nego Nego^ no no, it (hall bee prou'd vnto 
you, your heads would ake worfe : when women are 
proclaymed to bee light, they flriue to be more light, 
for who dare difproue a Prodamation. 

Tent. I but when light Wiues make heauy huf- 
bands, let thefe husbands play mad Hamlet ; and crie 
revenge, come, and weele do fo. 

2 AA 
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Mift, luft. Pray flay, be not fo heady al my 
intreaty. 

Far. My wife intreats you, and I intreat you to 
haue mercy on your felues, though you haue none 
ouer the women. He tell you a tale : this lad Qirifl- 
mas a Cittizen and his wife ^as it might be one of 
you) were inuited to the Reuells one mght at one of 
the Innes a Court: the husband (hauing bufineffe) 
trufls his wife thither to take vp a roome for him be- 
fore : (he^ did fo : but before (hee went ; doubts a 
rifingy what blockes her husband would (tumble at, to 
hinder his entrance. It was confulted vpon, by what 
tok^i, by what trick, by what banner, or brooch he 
(hould bee knowne to bee hee when hee wrapt at die 
Gate: 

AH 3, Very good. 

Far. The croud he was told would be greater, 
their clamors greater, and able to droune the throats 
of a (houle of filhwiues : he himfelfe therefore deuifics 
an excellent watch-word, and the figne at which he 
would hang out himfelfe, (hould be a home : he would 
wind his home, and that (hould giue liem warning 
that he was come. 

AH. 3. So. 

Far, The torchmen and whifflers had an Item to 
rcceaiue him : he comes, ringes out his home with an 
allamm, enters with a (howte, all the houfe rifes 
(thinking fome fowgelder pred in) his wife blu(ht, the 
company lefled, the fjmple man like a begger going 
to the (locks laugh t, as not being fencible of his own 
difgrace & hereupon the punyes fet downe this decre 
that no man (hall hereafter come to laugh at their 
reuells (if his wife be entred berore him) vnles he caiy 
his home about him. 

Waf, lie not trouble them. 

Fan So if you trompet a broad and preach at the 
market cro(re, you wiues fharae, tis your ownediame. 

AH, What (hall we doc then ! 
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Per, Take my councell, lie aske no fee fort : bar 
out hofl : banifh mine holies, beate away the Cham- 
berlin, let the ofllers walke, enter you the chambers 
peaceably, locke the dores gingerly, looke vpon 
your wiues wofiilly, but vpon the euill-doers, mod 
wickedly. 

Teni. What (hall wee reap by this. 

Par. An excellent harueft, this, you (hall heare 
the poore moufe-trapt-guilty-gentlemen call for mercy ; 
your wiues you (hall fee kneeling at your feet, and 
weeping, and wringing, and blvihing, and curfmg 
Brainfard and crying pardona moy^pardona moy^ par- 
dona moy^ whild you haue the choife to (land eiUier as 
Judges to condemne 'hem, beadles to torment 'hem, or 
confe(rors to abfolue liem. And what a glory will it 
be for you 3. to kilTe your wiues like forgetfiill hus- 
bands, to eaiiort and foigiue the young men like pitti- 
iull Withers ; then to call for oares, then to cry hay for 
London, then to make a Supper, then to drowne all 
in Sacke and Suger, then to goe to bed, and then to 
rife and open (hop, where you may afke any man what 
he lacks with your cap off, and none (hall perceiue 
whether the brims wring you. 

Teni^ Weele raife no townes. 

Hony, No, no, lets knock fir(L 

Wa. I thats bed He fomon a parle. — knocks. 

Cla. Whofe there? haue you dock-fi(h in hand 
that you beat fo hard : who are you t 

Tmi. Thats my wife; let lufliniano fpeak for al 
they know our Tongues. 

Cla. What a murren aile thefe colts, to keepe fuch 
a kicking 1 Motiopoly. 

Par, Yes. 

Cla, Is M. Lynjbck vp too, and the Captaine. 

Par. Both are in the field : will you open your 
doref 

Cla, O you are proper Gamders to bring falfe 
dice with you from London to cheat your felues. Id 

AA 2 
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pofiible that 3 (hallowe women (hould guL 3. foch 
Gallants. 

Tent, What meanes this. 

Cla. Haue we defied you vpon the wals all night 
to open our gates to you ith morning. Onr honeft 
husbands they (filly men) lie pra3dng in their beds now, 
that the waters vnder vs may not be rough, tfie tilt that 
couers vs may not be rent, & the ilrawe about our feete 
may keepe our prittylegs wanne. I warrant they walk 
vpon Queen-hiue (as Leander did for Herd) to watch 
for oin: landing, and (hould we wrong fuch kind 
hearts ? wud we might euer be trobled with the tooth- 
ach then. 

Tent, This thing that makes fooles of vs thus, is 
my wife. Knodus, 

Mob. I, I knock your bellies fiill, we hugg one 
another a bed and lie laughing till we tickle againe to 
remember how wee fent you a Bat-fowling. 

Wqf, An Almond Parrat : that's my Mobs voice, I 
know by the foimd. 

Par, Sfoote you ha fpoild halfe already, & youle 
fpoile al, if you dam not vp yoiur mouths villanie ! 
nothing but villany, Ime afraid they haue fmelt your 
breaths at the key hole, & now they fet you to catch 
Flounders, whild in the meane time, the concupifcen- 
tious Malefadlors make *em ready & take London 
napping. 

Ai 3. He not be guld fo. 

Ten, Shew your felues to be men, and breake open 
dores. 

Far, Breake open dores, and (hew yoiu* felues to 
be beafls : if you break open dores, your wiues may lay 
flat burglary to your charge. 

ffany. Lay a pudding ; burglarie. 

Par, Will you then tume Coridans becaufe you 
are among clowns 1 (hal it be faid you haue no braines 
being in Brainford, 

M. Parenthefis we will enter and fet vpon 'em. 
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Par. Well do fo: but enter not fo that all the 
countrey may crie (hame of your doings : knocke 
liem downe, burll open Erebus^ and bring an old houfe 
ouer your heads if you do. 

Waf. No matter, week beare it of with head & 
(houlders. kn. 

Mab. Vou cannot enter indeed la, gods my pitti- 
kin our 3 huf bands fomon a parlee ; let that long old 
woman either creepe vnder the bed or elfe (land vp- 
tight behind the painted cloth. Exit. 

Waf. Doe you heare : you Mabel : 

Mob. Lets neuer hide our heads now, for we are 
defcouered. 

Hany, But all this while, my Hony-fuckk appeares 
not 

Par. Why then two of them haue pitcht their 
tents there & yours lies in Ambufcado with your enemy 
there. 

Hony. Stand vpon your gard there, whilfl I bat- 
ter here. knock. 

Mono. Who's there 1 

Par. Hold, He fpeake in a fmall voice like one of 
the women \ here's a friend : are you vp ? rize, rize ; 
ftir, (lirre. 

Mono, Vds foote, what Weafell are you % are you 
going to catch Quailes, that you bring your pipes with 
you. He fee what troubled Ghoil it is that cannot 
fleepe. Lookes out. 

Tent. O Maid. Monopoly God faue you. 

Mono. Amen, for the lad time I fawe you, the Diuell 
was at mine elbow in Buffe, what ! 3 mery men, & 3. 
mery men, & 3. merry men be we too. 

Hon. How do's my wife M. Monop. 

MonO' Who ? my ouerthwart neighbour : pafling 
well : this is kindly don : Sir Gozlin is not far from 
you : wee'le ioyne our Armies prefently, here be rare 
fields to walke in-Captaine rize, Captain Lynjlock 
beflir your flumps, for the PhiUJlins are vpon vs. 

Exit. 
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Tent, This Monopoly is an arrant knaue, a cogging 
knaue, for all hees a Courtier, if Monopoly bee fufferd 
to ride vp and downe with other mens wiues, heele 
vn-do both Citty and Countrey. 

Enter the three wiues. 

Par. Molj maske thy felfe, they (hall not know 
thee. 

All ^, How now fweet hearts, what make you 
here. 

lV(rf, Not that which you make here. 

Tent Mary you make Bulls of your husbands. 

Cla, Buzzards do we not ? out you yeUow infirmi- 
ties: do al flowers (hew in your eyes like Colum- 
bines. 

Waf, Wife what (jsiies the Collier ? is not thy Soule 
blacker then his coales ? how does the child ? howe 
does my flefh and bloud wife ? 

Mob, Your flefh and bloud is very well recouercd 
now moufe. 

Waf, I know tis : the Collier has a (ack-full of 
newes to empty. 

Tent Clare Where be your two ringes with Dia- 
monds % 

Clare. At hand fir, here with a wet finger. 

Tent, I dreamt you had loft hem — ^what a pro- 
phane varlet is this (houlder clapper, to lye thus vpon 
my wife & her ringes. 

Enter Monopoly, Whyrlpoole and Lynftock. 

All 3. Saue you gentlemen ; 

Tent, Hony, Waf, And you and our wiues fi'om 
you. 

Mona, Your wiues haue faude themfelues for one. 

Tent Maift. Monopoly^ tho I meet you in hie Ger- 
many^ I hope you can vnderftand broken £ngli(h, 
haue you difchargd your debt 
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Mono, yes Sir : with a duble charge, your Harpy 
that fet his ten rommandements vpon my backe hiad 
2. Dyamondes to faue him harmles. 

Tent, of you Sir. 

Mono. Me Sir, do you think there be no dyamond 
courtiers. 

Enter Ambufh. 

Tmt. Sargent Ambujh iffue forth, Monopoly He cut 
off your conuoy maid, Sargant Ambujh^ I charge you 
as you hope to receaue comfort from the fmell of 
Mace fpeake not like a Sargent, but deale honeflly, of 
whome had you the dyamondes. 

Amb. Of your wife Sir if Inie an honefl man. 

Cla. Of me you peuter-buttoned rafcall. 

Mono. Sirra you that liue by nothing but the carion 
of poultry. 

Cla. Schoole Maifler harke heither. 

Mono, Where are my Jems and pretious (lones that 
were my bale. 

Amb. Forth comming Sir tho your mony is not, 
your crediter has hem. 

Par. Excellent ; peace, why M. Tenterhookty if the 
dyamondes be of the reported value, He paie your 
mony receaue 'em, keepe 'hem till MaifL Monopoly be 
fatter ith purfe : for Maift. Monopoly I know you wil 
not be long empty Mail. Monopoly. 

Cla. Let him haue 'hem good Tenter hooke^ where 
are they. 

Tent. At home, I lockt 'hem vp. 

Enter Birdlime. 

Bird. No indeed for-footh, I lockt 'hem vp, & 
thos are they your wife has, and thofe are they your 
husband (Hke a bad liuer as he is) would haue giuen 
to a neice of mine, (that hes in my houfe to take phi- 
fick) to haue committed flelhly treafon with her. 
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Tent. I at your houfe — ^yoa <M — 

Bird, You peidy, and that honefl batrhiler, noier 

call me old for the matter. 

lud. Motherly woman hees my husband and no 
Batchelers buttons are at his doublett 

Bird, lasy I fpeake Innocently and that leane gen- 
tleman fet in his (laffe there : But as Ime a finner, 
both I and the yong woman had an eye to the mayne 
chance, & tho they brought more a bout *hem than 
capten Candijhis voiage came to, they (hoold not, nor 
could not (vnles I had bin a naughty woman) haue 
entred the fbaytes. 

AU 3. Haue we fmelt you out foxes. 

Cla, Doe you come after vs with hue and cry when 
you are the theeues your Selues. 

lud. Murder I fee cannot be hid, but if this old 
SyHU of yours fpeake oracles, for my part. He be 
like an iUmanacke that threatens nothing bat foolc 
wether. 

Tent, That bawd has bin dambd. 500 times, and 
is her word to be taken. 

Par, To be dambd once is enough, for any one of 
her coate. 

Bird, Why Sir, what is my coat that you fitt thus 
vpon ray Scirts. 

Par, Thy Coat is an ancient Coat, one of the 
feauen deadly fumes, put thy coat firfl to making ; 
but do you heare, you mother of Iniquity, you that 
can loofe and find your eares when you fifl go, fSeiile 
with the reft of your baudie-trafiikers to the place of 
fixe-penny Sinfulneffe the fubvrbes. 

Bird. I fcorne the Sinfulneffe of any fubvrbes in 
Chriflendom tis wel knowne I haue vp-rizers, and 
downe-lyers within the Citty, night by night, like a 
prophane fellow as thou art 

Par. Right, I know thou haft, He tell you Gentle- 
folkes, thercs more refort to this Fortune-teller, then 
of forlome wiues married to old husbands, and of 
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Greene-iicknefle Wenches that can get no husbands 
to the houfe of a wife Woman. Shee has tricks to 
keepe a vaulting houfe vnder the Lawes nofe. 

Bird. Thou doll the Lawes nofe wrong to belj 
mee fo. 

P<tr, For either a cunning woman has a Chamber 
in her houfe or a Phiiition, or a pidlure maker, or an 
Attorney, becaufe all thefe are good Clokes for the 
raine. And then if the female party that's cliented 
aboue-Staires, be yong, Shees a Squires daughter of 
lowe degree, that lies there for phificke, or comes vp 
to be placed with a Counteffe : if of middle age, 
(hees a Widow, and has futes at the terme or fo. 

lud, O fie vpon her, bume the witch out of our 
company. 

Cla. Lets hem her out off Brainford, if Ihee get 
not the &iler to London. 

Mob. O no, for Gk>ds fake, rather hem her out off 
London and let her keepe in Brainford flill. 

Bird, No you cannot hem me out of London ; had 
I known this your rings (hould ha bin poxt er-I wud ha 
toucht 'hem : I will take a paire of Oares, and leaue 
you. Exit. 

Par, Let that mine of intemperance bee rakt vp in 
dufl and afhes, and now tell me, if you had rayfed the 
Towne, had not the tiles tumbled vpon your heads : 
for you fee your Wiues are chafl, thefe Gentlemen 
duiU, all is but a merriment, all but a May-game ; fhe 
has her Diamonds, you fhall haue your money, the 
child is recouered, the falfe Collier difcouered, they 
came to Brainford to be merry, you were caught in 
Bird-lime ; and therefore fet the Hares-head againd 
the Goofe-giblets, put all inflruments in tune, and 
euery husband play muficke vpon the lips of his Wife 
whilil I begin firfL 

Omni, Come wenches bee't fo. 

Cla, Mill. lujliniano ill you were afham'd all this 
while of (hewing your face, is fhe your wife Schoole- 
maifler. 
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Par, Looke yoi^your Schoole-jnaifter has bin in 
France^ and loft- bSflwre, no more Parentkefis now, 
but lujiinianoy I Vn^flw-play the Merchant with yoo. 
Looke not ftrange S^n^or at mee, the ftory of vs 
both, (hall bee as gooi|i|fian olde wiues tale, to cut 
off our way to liOndon. ^^. 



Enter Chamberlain, 

How now? 

Cham. Alas Sir, the Knight yonder Sir Godin 
aknoft his throat cut by Powlterers and 
men and rafcalls, & all the Noife that went with him 
poore fellowes haue their Fidle-cafes puld ouer their 
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Town^^L 
with him^^K 



Omn, Is Sir Gozlin hurt ? 

Cham. Not much hurt Sir, but he bleedes like a 
Pig, for his crowne's crackt 

lud. Then has he beene twife cut ith head fince we 
landed, once with a Pottle-pot and now with old 
iron. 

Par. Gentlemen haften to his refcue fome, whilft 
others call for Oares. 

Omni. Away then to London. 

Par. Farewell Brainford. 
Gold that buyes health, can neuer be ill fpent. 
Nor howres laid out in harmelefle meryment 

Exeunt. 
Finis AO. Quint. 



SONG. 

OAreSy OareSy Oares^ Oares : 
To London hay^ to Lotidon hay 
Hoijl vp fay Its and lets away, 

for the faf eft bay 
For vs to l<md is London fhores. 
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Oara, O^es, Oares^ Oares : 
Quickly Jhall wee get to Land, 
If you, if you, if you, 

Lend vs but halfe a hand. v^^^n* 

O Und vs halfe a hand. -e^^«'- 



FINIS. 



NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Page 5. 
lU joyne 
My force to yours^ to flop this violent torrent : 
The old editions read " torment :" but fee the enfuing fpeech 
of the Duke for a juflification of the very obvious corre<5tioii 
made, which has the high authority of Mr. Dyce. 

Page 6. 
you^U bleed three pottles of Aligant, 
ue., a red wine of Alicant, in the province of Valencia. Oar 
early writers commonly fpelt the word thus. 

Page 10. 

I ha read Albertus Magnus and AriftotUs Emblemes. 

In Dodfley's Old Plays, and in Mr. Dyce's Edition of Mid- 

dletoo, the word " Emblemes " is altered to Problems, An ab« 

fuid book called The Problems of Ari^le, with other Philofo* 

phers and PhyJUionSf was publifhed in 1595. 

Page ii. 

Cot thafs the gulling word betweene the Cittiun* wiues andthiir 
madcaps t that man *em to the garden. 

All the editions, except that of 1605, read " old dames " in* 
ftead of madcaps. 

Page 12. 

if I fret not his guts, beg me for afoole. 

** By the old common law there is a writ cU idiota inquirendo^ 

to inquire whether a man be an idiot or not ; which mud be 

tried by a jury of twelve men, and if they find him purus idiota, 

the profits of his lands, and the cuilody of his perfon, may be 
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granted by the foyereign to fome fabjedk who has intercft enough 
to obtain them. This power, though of late Yeiy rarely exerted, 
is dill alluded to in common fpeech by that ufual espieffion of 
bigging a man for a fooL" — Blackstons's Commumiaries^ toL 

I.» p. 303. 

Pack 12. 
Ak^ *Hs nterefpmL 
All the old editions read " meere." The conecftion was made 
by Mr. Dyce. 

Pagb 12. 

Softiy^ fee Do^br : wkatacMifik Asate 
Spreads aver all her body. 

This reading is peculiar to the edition of 1605. The fiift 

edition and all tiie later editions Iuitc^ "Softly fwtet 
Dodor." 

Page 12. 

tkrto) an kk ru/l 
On krr exterior parts. 

Mr. Dyce suggefts ** craft,'* inftead of rm€^ as probably the 
true reading ; but he has not ventured to introduce this emenda- 
tion into the text 

Page 13. 

ficknes pale hand 
Laid hold on thee even in the midft of feajting^ 

And when a cup crowned with thy lovers health 
Had touchd thy lips, a fencible cold dew 
Stood on thycheeka^ as if that death had toept 
To fee fuch beautie alter. 

So the excellent edition of 1605. The other editions inftead 
of "midft" read deadlly a corruption perpetuated, in Dodfley's 
Old Plays. The word, fays Nares in his Gloffary, " is but awk- 
wardly applied to the height or meridian of feafting, which furely 
has nothing dead in it" Perhaps the mifprint arofe from the 
compofitor's eye having caught the word death in the next line bat 
two. 

In the laft line of the above pafTage alfo, all the editions ex- 
cept that of 1605 read, ** altered" inftead of alter. 



3^7 

Page 14. 
La you now^ *tis well good knaues. 
So the edition of 1605. All the other editions, " 'tis well God 
ktu/wes r* 

Page 14. 
Do^or this place where Jhefo oft hathjeene 
His lively pre/etue^ hurts her does it not f 

Ed. 1605, "hnrts." Other editions, "haunts." 

Page 16. 
AJpleem not/o big as a taveme token, 

" During the reign of Queen Elizabeth very little brais or copper 
money was coined by authority. For the convenience of trade, vic- 
tuallers and other tradefmen were therefore permitted without anj 
re{lri<5lion, to coin fmall money or tokens^ as they were called, 
which were ufed for change. Thefe tokens were very fmall 
pieces, and probably at fird coined chiefly by tavern-keepers ; 
from whence the expreilion a tavern-token might have been origi- 
nally derived."— Reed. "That moft of them would travel to 
the tavern^ may be eafily fuppofed, and hence, perhaps, the 
name. Their ufual value feems to have been a farthing." GiF- 
FORD, note on Ben Jonfon's Works, I, 30. 

Page 22. 
Blurt on your fentenees. 

An exclamation of contempt, equal to — a fig for. 

Page 22. 
/ ha done you right on my thumb naile. 
In Nafh*s Pierce Pennilejfey 1595, a marginal note explains the 
words "drinkeyif^ nagulutn " to be ** a deuife of drinking new 
come out of Fraunce, which is, after a man hath tumd vp the 
bottome of the cup, to drop it on his naile and make a pearle 
with that is left, which if it (hed and he cannot make (land on, 
by reafon there's too much, he mufl drinke againe for his pen- 
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Page 23. 

a woman^s well holp*t up with fuch a mcacocke ; I had rather 
have a husband that wotdd fwaddle me thrice a day. 

Meacock is a timorous, daflardly creature. Swaddle is to llrap, 
to beat foundly. 



Page 33. 



A foft of cauU term: Bdhfront applies it to Roga it 
page 26. 

Page 2$. 

This inftnnnent, of wliich mentioo is freqaendy ande ia the 
Eliiabethan writers, is fometimes called M,^^tu^ and at othcfs a 
/aJtin^ fUck. It was ufed to adjvft the plaits of ndJ^^ which were 
then generally worn by the ladies. Stowe (ays^ that thefe / w fajy 
/HcAs were made of wood or bone until about 1574, when they 
began to be made of fted, that they might be ufed hot The 
''diafing-diihf'' mentioned in the text^ was for the puxpofe of 
hfi'H**g them. 

Pace 26. 

Many mnffe £r, are you grewtu /o daimty. 
An expreffion of contempt whidi frequently occurs in our eariy 
writers. It is used again at page 33 of this i^y. 

Page US. 
Sing pretty wtuUoms warbU, 
The word " Sing " is probably a (lage-dire^tioo, refening to 
the ballad Bellafront commences. 

Page 27. 

Gcas my piUUdns, 

A corruption of GocTs my pUy^ an expreflion of which Bella- 

front atterwards makes ufe in this fcene (page 29). Shake- 

fpeare puts ods-piUikitu into the mouth of Imogen (Cymbeline, 

a^ iv. fc. 2.) 

Page 27. 
Her^s another light AngtUf Signior, 
Roger alludes to the candle with which he has returned. Com- 
pare Dekker's Satiro-maflix (vol. I, p. 193). " I markt, by this 
Candle {whitk is none of God*s AngeUy\ 

Page 28. 
Hypocrtis. 
A beverage compofed generally of red wine, but fometimes of 
whitCi with fpices and fugar, — ^drained through a woollen 
bag. 
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Pags 28. 

dafu^d the Canaries, 

A quick and lively dance, frequently mentioned by our early 
writers. By the example in the opera Diochfian^ fet to mufic by 
Purcell, the air appears to have been a very fprightly movement 
of two reprifes or drains, with eight bars in each. (See Haw- 
kins's Hiftory of Mufic, iv. 391). 

Page 29. 

this fweet OHuer wiii eate Mutton till he be ready to burft. 

" This epithet," remarks Gifford, " almoft alwajrs accompanies 
the mention of this gentle rival of the mad Orlando in fame.** 

lb, 

fet him beneath the fait. 

This refers to the manner in which our anceftors were feated 
at their meals. The tables being long, the falt-cellar— of a very 
large (ize — was commonly placed about the middle, and ferved 
as a kind of a boundary to the different quality of the guefts in- 
vited. Thofe of diflin(5lion were ranked above ; the fpace below 
was afligned to the dependants or inferior relations of the mailer 
of the houfe. 

lb. 

Roger comes in fadly behinde them, with a pottle pot , andfUmds 
aloofe ofil 

** This expreflion," fays Mr. Dyce, " is twice ufed by Middle- 
ton in Michaelmas Term, and its repetition here is a flight confir- 
mation, if any were needed, of the corre<fbiefs of Henflowe's 
ftatement" {ji. e., that Middleton wTX)te part of the prefent play). 
But fee Dekker's Whore of Babylon (fuprh p. 21 1) for a fimilar 
(lage-dire(5lion : ''Titania and her maids ^W/'/i^o/^." See 
alfo 77ie Roaring Girle [Vol. III., p. 208I a play certainly 
written by Dekker and Middleton in conjunction: "Laxton 
muffled a loofe off.'" It was probably nothing more than a 
common phrafe of the time. 

B B 
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Page 29. 
A Porter ranne a HUe at me. 

Spelt in the fifft two editions *'litle :" fHiich Mr. Dyce fog- 
gefts is probably a mifprint for tilt, though he has not ventured 
to make the emendation in the text 

Page 32. 

yore Ae/l etfme Hie a madwoman, without a band, in jowc waft- 
coat. 

u e.,9S Nares explains in his Gloflary, in that alone, without 
a gown or upper drds. The lower women of BeUafiront*s dais 
were generally fo attired, and were hence called v/ai/koateen. 

Page 53. 

Ba/lardwine, 

Henderfon, in his Hiftory of Wines, oblerves ; " That this was 
a fweetilh wine, there can be no doabt ; and that it came from 
fome of the countries which border the Mediterranean, appears 
equally certain." He fuppofes it approached to themnfcadd 
wine in flavour, and was made from a bqftard fpecies of mufca- 
dine grape. 

Ih, 

Ro. lie buie but one, ther's one alreadie here. 

He means Hippolito : woodcock was a cant term for a foolifli 
fellow. 

Page 39. 
Fii/Ogo enters, walking by. 
It muft be remembered that the (hops in London (and of Lon- 
don only our author thought) were formerly "open," and refem- 
bled booths or Halls at a fiur. 

Page 40. 
And how, how ift than fquall ? 

" This word," fays Mr. Dyce, " which feems to be equivalent 
to wench, is by no means common : Middleton ufes it feveral 
times ; and its occurrence here is another proof that he was con- 
cerned in the compofition of the prefent drama.* 
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Page 42. 
the pofts of his gate are a painting too, 

i. e.y he will foon be fheriff. At the door uf that officer large 
pods, on which it was cullomary to (lick proclamations, were 
always fet up. 

lb. 

you Flat-cap, where be thefe whites f 

The citizens of London, both maflers and journeymen, con- 
tinued to weare flat round caps long after they had ceafed to be 
fafhionable, and were hence in derifion ieimeAJlat-caps, 

Page 46. 

the Fine impo^d 
For an un-qorwned Senator ^ is about 
Forty Cruzadoes. 

A cruzado is a Portuguefe coin, (Iruck under Alphonfus V. 
about 1457, at the time when Pope Calixtus fent thither a bull 
for a crufade againfl the infidels. It had its name from a crofs 
which it bears on one fide, the arms of Portugal being on the 
other. It varied in value at different times. 

PagiT 47. 
I am with child to vex him, 
i, e,,l long greatly : compare Dekker's Shomakers Holiday, 

Page 51. 

YoUf goody Puncke^ fubaudi Cockatrice. 

In Middleton's Family of Love, Mr. Dyce has pointed out, 
occurs the expreffion — "Love, yi#Az«<// lull," — " another paral- 
lellifm which (hews the hand of Middleton in the prefent play." 

Page 55. 

Jndetd thats harder to come by then ever was Odend. 

The fiege of this place is frequently alluded to in our old 
writers. It was taken by the Marquis of Spinola on the 8th 
September, 1604, after it had held out three years and ten weeks. 
Vide infra Wefhvard Hoe (p. 284) : •* how long will you holdc 
out thinke you, not fo long as 0/lend," 

B B 3 
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Paob 57^ 

mary bones and Potato pies Uepi wtgfor medUmg with her. 

Potatoes were fonnerly eiieemed a ilroDK proYOcatlve : fee the 

long vsAinfir%Uiive note of Collins (u e.^ Steevens) appended to 

Irmlus and Crefftda :— Malone's Shakefpeare (by BofweU), viiL 

lb, 
Faiafi Ucmt mihi^ 6% 
From Seneca,— CEdipnSy 88». 

Page 62. 
Taoere agoodComf&f of Errors that ifaUk. 
An allnfion probably to Shakefpear^play of that name. 

Page 65. 

Ni^ iH me atom to pk^ my ma^en prke* 

A qmbble; In the art of fiendag^ these were three d^rees.— 
a Matter's^ a Proroft's^ and a'SdioWs, for eadiof which ^/nar 
wiu played publicly. 

Page 64. 

this chaine and wdted drume. 

Barret, in his Atvearie^ explains the word gard as fyno* 
nymous with purfie^ or wdt, A welted gown is therefore one 
ornamented with purfles or fringe. They are often mentioned in 
our old writers. 

Page 72. 
what/aies the painted cloth f 
Cloth or canvafs painted in oil with a variety of devices, and 
verfes interfperfed : fee Note on Dekker's Magnificent Enter 
tainment (fupra. Vol. I, p. 337), 

Page 76. 

he tooke bread and fait by this lights that he wotdd neuer open 
his lips. 

Bread and (alt, according to ancient cuflom, were eaten by 
thofe who took oaths. 
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Pagb 78. 

Enitr Taunu Uke a fmeepur, 

Towne was the name of the a^lor who played thii part : there 
were two performers fo called, — John and Thomas Towse e lefe 
Collier's Hillory of Englifti Dram. Poet. I, 318, 351. 

Page 83. 

height come aloft lackt. 

The ezclamatioQ of a mafter to an ape that had heen taught to 
tumble and play tricks. 

Tikis was fur fchooU^aud^er^ and tangkt her to play vpon the 
VirgiMals, andJiUl his Jacks leapt v/, up. 

The virginals was an inflroment of the fpinncft kitid : for a 
oorredl defcription of it fee Nares' Gloflkry. In a note on the 
Second Part of this drama Steevens dtesfrom Lord Bacon : " In 
a virgifuU9& foon as ever ih^Jack falleth and toucheth the ftring, 
the found ceafeth.*' 

lb. 

Her^s an almond for ParraL 

A proverbial expreflion by no means unconmion. It occurs in 

Skelton, and is the title of a pamphlet by Nafh. See alfo Dek- 

ker's Old Fortunatus (Vol. I, p. 89), and the note thereupon 

p. 328. 

lb, 
a rope J or Parrot, 

Another proverbial expreflion. Taylor, the water poet, has an 
epigram beginning — 

** Why doth the Parrat cry a Rope, a Rope ? 
Becaufe hee's cag'd in prifon out of hope. *• 

Page 85. 

We^ll run at barley-breake firfl^ andyoujhall be in heH, 

Barley-break, or the laft couple in hell, was a game played by 
fix people, three of each fex, who were coupled by lot 
See Giiford's Maflinger I, 104 (ed. 1813). 
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Page 87. 
O brave Arthur of Bradley. 
An aUnfion to the old ballad of that name, whidi is printed in 
' An Antidote againft Melancholy, made np in pills,' 1661. 

Page 97. 
S. Patricke you knew keepes Purgatory. 
Saint Patrick's Purgatory was a cavern in the fouthem part of 
the county of Donegal], much frequented by pilgrims. 

lb, 

Fbotmen to NobUmen and others. 

When this play was written many Engliih "noblemen and 

others " had Iriih running footmen in their fenrice. So in Cu^i 

Whirligig (1616), *' Come thou haft fuch a running wit, 'tis like 

an Yri/kfiote bey:* In Brathwait's Strappado for the Diudl 

(1615), 

" For fee thofe thin breech Irt/h lackies runne," 

and in Dekker's Englijh ViUaniesfix feveral tiwus pre^l to death 
(1632), ** The Deuils foote-man was very nimble of his heeles, 
for no wild Irijhman could outrunne him*^ 

fight more defperately thenfixteene Dunhtrkes, 

«.ft, privateers of Dunkirk. So Shirley, — ^" was ta'en at fca by 
Dunkirks." Works II, 428. 

lb, 

our Country Bona Robots, 
See Note in Chapman's Dramatic Works, Vol. I, p. 344. 

Pack 99. 

What Jlockings haue you put on this mornings Madam ? if they 
be not yclloWf change them. 

Lodovico means, it is time for you to be jealous : " Since Citi- 
zens wiucs fitted their husbands with yellow ho/e, is not within 
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the memory of man." Dekker*s OwUs Almanaeke, i6l8. The 
word " yellows " was frequently ufed for jealoufy. 

Page 103. 
I eatt Snakes, my Lord^ leatt Snakes, 
A fuppofed receipt for refloring youth. 

lb. 

He tkat makes gold kis wife, but not his whorCf &c. 
" The turn of this," fajrs Charles Lamb, " is the lame with 
lago's definition of a deferving woman : ' She that was ever fair 
and never proud,' &c. The matter is fuperior." 

Page 109. 

Ifs rather a long pike Jiaff again/t fo many bucklers without 
pika. 

The andent bucklers had a prominent fpike, and fometimes a 
piM in the centre of them. 

lb. 

The Souldier has his Murren, 

Le., murrion or morion, a head-piece or cap of fteeL Ten- 
nyfon ufes the word 

" (hone 
Their morions, walh'd with morning, as they came." 

Page iio. 
How would this long Gowne with this ^ttpit/how ? 
Of fuch hats Stubbes fpeaks in the Anatomic of Abufes, 1585. 
' Sometimes they ufe them (harp on the croune, pearking up like 
the fpere or ihaft of a fteeple, ftanding a quarter of a yarde above 
the crowne of their heads, fome more, fome lefs, as pleafe the 
phantafies of their unconflant mindes.' 

Page 112. 
the dt/ca/e calTd the Mother. 
ie., hyilerical paiHon. 

Page 113. 

IJhould ha made a wry mouth at the world like a Playfe. 
The wry mouth of the plaice was a favourite allufion with our old 
writers : fee, for example, Nafh*s Lenten Stuff (1599) : " None 
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iftmthe dtfinUiis but tke hariB& whom aUthdr 
fuflrages ialated witli Vive k R07, God lave the Kii^— fim 
only the playfe and the butt, that wuide wry mtmtks at Aimt^ and 
for their moddng have Wfy immiks ever finoe.** 

Page 115. 
Oh wkm flkaa I bale, ialef 

Or, as it is fometimes fpelt, beetle. He means to (ajf When 
(hall I have an opportnnity to drink to exods? 

Page 127* 

Jhepraiayau to ring him by this tifhm^ andfoyauJhaU be Jure 
his nofe will not be rooting other menspa/btra. 

To prevent fwine from doing mifchief^ it is ofoal to pat rings 
tSuon^ theirnoftrils. 

Page 12S. 
That MJk^imkaXxxj beates the bm/kfrrhiwi, 

ix., hound. So in The IVanderin^ yrw^*for Time, though 
he be an old man, is an excellent footman : no fluukalory comes 
neere him, if hee onoe get the ilart, hee's gone, and yon gone 
too.' 

Page 131. 

afliag-haired Cur ? 

Shakefpeare beflows the fame epithet on a kern of Ireland in 
the Second Part of King Henry VI., a<5l iiL, fc I. 

lb. 
fo Jhall not thy dif grace. 
Old edition " (hall thy difgrace ;" but fee Infelice's repetition 
of the paiTage in the next page. 

lb. 

As far your Iri/h Lubrican. 

Compare Drayton's Nimphidia : 

'* By the Mandrake's dreadful! groancs. 
By the Lubri can's fad moancs." 

lb, 

didH thou baiie H cokes. 

Old cd. "Hawkes." The emendation was made by Mr. 
Dycc. 
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Two wooes in that Sknech-amUs language f 
A play on the word which exprefles the note of the owl, as in 
Tennjrfon : — 

'* Not a whit of thy tu*whoo, 
Thee to woo to thy tu-whit** 

lb. 

then the vfiid Iri/h Dart was throwne. 

An allofion to the darts csirried by the Irifh rmining footmen. 

lb. 
but at length thus loas charmed. 
Old ed. ** this." The corre^on is made on the authority of 
Mr. Dyce. 

Pafe 132. 

a Country where no venom prof pen. 

Saint Patrick, according to the legend, having purged Ireland 
from all venomous creatures. 

Page 134. 
Jhall Iwalke in a Plimouth Cloake. 

"That is,** fays Ray in his Proverbs (1742, p. 238), " a cam 
fxjlaff ; whereof this is the occafion. Many a man of good ex- 
tra<5lion, coming home from far voyages, may chance to land 
here, and, being out of forts, is unable for the prefent time and 
place to recruit himfelf with clothes. Here (if not friendly pro- 
vided) they make the next wood their draper's (hop, where a flaff 
cut out ferves them for a covering. For we ufe when we walk in 
cuerpo to carry a flaff in our hands, but none when in a 
cloak.*' 

Page 143. 
Re make a wild Cataine of forty fuch. 

i.e., forty fuch (hallow knights, &c., would go to the compofi- 
tion of a dexterous thief. See the Merry Wives of Windfor, a<5l 
it, fc. I. "I will not lielieve fuch a Cataian." A Cataian came 
to fignify a (harper, becaufe the people of Cataia (China) were 
famous for their thieving. 
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Page 145. 

/ ha fuffred ytmr tongue, like a bard Cater tra, to runHe all 
thts while 

Properly, barred, ftc, a fort of falfe dice frequently mentioned 
by our early writers. Sec note in Chapman's Dramatic Works 
(Vol I, p. 342). The following paflage from The Art of Jug- 
gling, or Legerdemaine, by S. R. (4to, 1 61 2), will fuffidently ex- 
plain the terms ufed in the text : ' Firll you mufl know a langret, 
which is a die that fmiple men have feldom heard of, but often 
feene to their coil ; and this is a well-favoured die, and feemeth 
good and fquare, yet it is forged longer upon the ccUer and trea 
than any other way : and therefore it is called a langret. Such 
be alfo call'd bard cater treas, becaufe commonly the longer end 
will of his owne fway drawe downewards, and tume vp to the eie 
fioe fmcke deuce or ace. The principal ufe of them is at Novum* 
for fo longe a paire of bard cater treas be walking on the bouid, 
fo long can ye not call five nor nine, unles it be by great chanrar, 
that the roughnes of the table, or fome other (loppe, force them 
to flay, and run againfl their kinde : for without cater or trea 
ye know that five or nine can never come." 

Page 151, 

Harlot ta was a Dame of fo diuine 
And rauifhing touch, that fhe was Concubine 
To an Englifh King : 
Arlotta (from whence the word harlot is thus fancifully derived) 
was not the concubine of an Englifh monarch, but miflrefs to 
Robert Duke of Normandy, the father of William the Con- 
queror. 

Page 154. 

wheti in the flreet 

A fain yong modefl Damfell did I meete^ &c 

" This fimple pi<5lure of Honour and Shame," fays Charles Lamb, 
** contrafled without violence, and expreflfed without immodefly, 
is worth all the flrong lines againfl the Harlot's profeffion, with 
which both parts of this play are offenfively crowded.'* 

Page 160. 
two difhcs of fUw^ d prunes^ 

A difh very common in brothels. 
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Page i6o. 
Heris Ordnance able to facke a Citty. 
So FalflafT, on a fimilar occafion, in the Firfl Part of Henry 
IV^ fays, " There's that yr^fack a cUyr 

lb. 

a pottle of GreeJte wine^ a poUU of Peter fa meene, a pottle of 
Chamico, and a pottle of Leattica. 

** Peter fa meene " is one of the feveral difguifes under which the 
word Pedro-Ximcnes is found in our early writers. (See inter alia 
Hcywood's Fair Maid of the Well, Part I.) The Pedro- Ximenes 
receives its name from a grape which is faid to have been imported 
from the banks of the Rhine by an individual called Pedro Simon 
(corrupted to Ximen, or Ximenes), and is one of the richefl and 
mod delicate of the Malaga wines, refembling very much the 
Malmfey of Poxarate. A wine called Chamico^ or CharmcOy is 
mentioned by Shakefpeare. According to Steevens, the appel- 
lation is derived from a village near Lisbon. There are, in fa(5l, 
two villages in that neighbourhood which bear the name of Char- 
neca ; the one fituated about a league and a half above the town 
of Lifbon, the other near the coafl, between Collares and Car- 
cavellos. We (hall, therefore, probably not err much, if we refer 
the wine in queflion to the lafl-named territory. 

Leatica (in the old edition mifprinted "Ziattica") is a not un- 
common form (fee Philocothonijla, ^^ZSt P* 4^) ^^ ^^ word 
AleaHco^ or red mufcadine. which is j>roduced in the higheil 
perfe<5lion at Montepulciano, between Siena and the Roman (late ; 
at Monte Catini, &c, and of which the name (it is obvidhfly de- 
rived from i^Aia^o)) in fome meafure expreifes the rich quality. 
It has a brilliant purple colour, and a lufdous aromatic flavour. 

Page 163. 

Enter Con/table and Bilmen. 

i.e., watchmen, who carried inlls (a fort of pikes with hooked 

points), which were anciently the weapons of the Englifli foot- 
ibldiers. 

li. 
ipt Shroue-tuc/day that thefe Ghojis walke. 
On Shrove Tuefday it appears that an official fearch was 
made by the peace-officers for brothel-keepers and women of ill- 
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fame, who were either forthwith carted, or confined during the 
feafon of Lent Demoliihing hoofes of bad fame was alfo one 
of the amufements of the apprentices on Shrove Tuefday. Sen- 
suality fays, in Microcofmus^ ''But now welcome a cart, or a 
Shrove TiufdaysXxdJg^y*^ 

Page 165. 
Your PuritanicaU Honed Whore/]fr in a bhte gowne. 
A bhie gown was the habit in which a ftrumpet did penance. 
See Richard Brome's Northern Lajfe^ 1633 (Works, vol. iii). 
" All the good you intended me was a lockram coif, a Hue 
gffom, a wheel,** &c The whed, as well as the Hue gown, 
are mentioned in subfequent fcenes of this comedy. 

Page 166. 

there Jhe beaies chaTke, orgrindes in the MiU, 

To beat chalk, grind in mills, raife fand and gravel, and make 
lime, were among the employments afligned for vagrants who 
were committed to Bridewell. See Orders appoinied to be exe- 
cuted in the Cittie of London, for fetting roges and idle perfons to 
worke, and for releefe of thepoore. Printed by Hugh Singleton, 

Jb. 
Your Bridewell ? that the name ? 
We have here a curious fpecimen of the licence which our 
early writers ufed to allow themfelves of introducing fa<5ls and 
drcumflances peculiar to one country into another. Everything 
here faid of Bridewell is applicable to the Houfe of Corre<flion 
which goes by that name in London. Changing the names of 
the duke and his fon to thofe of Henry VHI. and Edward VI., 
all the events mentioned will be found to have happened in the 
Englifh Bridewell. The fituation of the place is alfo the fame. 
In the time of Henry VIH. princes were lodged there ; part of 
it having been built in the year 1522, for the reception of Charies 
v., whofe nobles refided in it. In 1528 Cardinal Campehis had 
his firft audience there ; and after Henry's death, Edward VI., 
in the fevenlh year of his reign (1552), gave to the citizens of 
London this his palace for the puqiofes above mentioned. To 
complete the parallel, it was endowed with land, late belonging 
to the Savoy, to the amount of 700 marks a-ycar, with all the 
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bedding and (iimiture of that hofipital. There is alfo the like 
anachranirm in the Firft Part of this play, concerning Bethlem 
HofpitaL 

Page 177. 

is my yudge^ fir. 

Probably "God is my Judge," a blank being left in the old 
copy to avoid \h& propkanatiotum nominis DH^ as Ballard terms 
it in his Epigrams, 

Page 191. 

phologue. 

The charmes of filenct through this Square be thrvwne, 
That an vn-v/de attention (like a Jewdl) 
May hang at euery eare. 

The Fortune theatre in Golden or Golding Lane, in the parifli 
of St. Giles, Cripplegate, where this play was performed, was a 
fquare buildingi^ both in its external irame,^ and alfo in the 
iaiide. 

Page 216. 

Do(flor Parry. 

See Fronde's Hiftory of England, voL xil pp. 63 — 68. 

Page 217. 

EcL Campion, 

See Froude's Hiftory of England. 

Page 245. 

Shee takes downe theflagge^ bdike their play is done. 

The external furniture of a playhoufe in Dekkei^s time con- 
fided merely of the fign, which was expofed on fome obvious 
part of the building, and the flag which was hoiiled at the top of 
it to give diftant notice of the performances. When the per- 
formance was concluded, the flag was removed. 

Page 254. 

her magnificent, incomparable, and invincible Armada, 

The Invincible Armada— the fisunous Spamlh Armament, so 
called— conOfled of 130 (hips of war, befides tranfports, &&, 
2650 great guns, 20,000 foldiers, 11,000 failors, and 2,000 volun- 



38« 

tccfs» imder tiie Duke of Medina Sidona, and i8o priests and 
■Kxiks. It amicd in tiie Qiannel Jnlj 1% 1588^ and was de> 
fisated the next day by Drake and Howard. Ten fiie-flups bar- 
ing been fent into the enemy's fleet, they cot their cables, pat to 
lea, and endeaTomed to letnni to their lendezrons between 
Calais and Gratelines. The Englifh fell upon them, txxik many 
flnps* and Admiral Howard maintained a ranning fight from the 
aift July to the 28th, obliging the ihattered fleet to bear away for 
Smrland and Irdand, where a ftorm difpeifed them, and the re- 
Bainder of the armament retnmed by the North Sea to Spain. 
The Spaniaids left fifteen capital ihips in the engagement, and 
5,000 men ; fcrentecn (hips were left or taken 00 the coeft of 
Iidand, and vpwards of 5,000 men were drowned, lolled, or 
taken pritonera. Some aftcrwaids reached home in die moft 
l u tt e ied condition, mider die Vice- Admiral Recalde; others 
w«re thipwiecked among the rocks and fliallows ; and of thofe 
iriiich reached the flioie many of the crews were borbanmfly 
— idmd, from an ap prAenfion that in a coontry where there 
so ■■nji difafirflfd Catholics it woold haye been dangerous to 
Ihow mercy to k> great a nnmber of the enemy. 

Page 269. 

Laumca 253. Horftnun 769. 
Fcotewun 2200a 7^ mouimg Army^ which atUnds on /(W, 
Is thus modi up: of horfnun &* of/oott, Lomfuers 481. 
Li^ horfe-muK I421. Foottmen 3405a 

This hidicroiifly bald array of figures (hows that Dekker was 
deftitnte of that admirable fertility of defcriptioo which enabled 
Homer to make even a catalogue of (hips poeticaL 

Page 281. 
jouJiaU tdl him that I kiepe a Hoi'hamfe in Gunpowder Ally, 

A hci'hou/e meant properly a bagnio ; bat it alfo meant a 
brothel ; for brothds were often kept under the pretence of their 
being het-hcm/a, — " He, (ir ! a tapfter, fir ! parcel-bawd ; one 
that ferres a bad woman ; whofe hoafe was, as they fay, plucked 
down in the fuburbe> ; and now (he profeiTes a hcth^mfe, whidi, I 
think, is a Teiy ill hoofe too."-^hakespeare*s Mea/ure for 
Moafwrt^ a^ iL fc L 
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Page 281. 

flue hath red in the Italian Courtyer. 

Thomas Hoby's tranflation of Cafliglione*s famous Courtier 
appeared in 4to in 1561. 

Page 286. 

which commonly nuike the fltop of a Mercer, or a Unnen Draper^ 

as dark as a roome in Bedlam. 

Our old writers have frequent alluTions to the roguery of 
tiadefmen in darkening their (hops, that cuflomers might be 
unable to detecEl the badnefs of their goods. So Brome : ** What 
ftiould the city do with honefty ? . . . . Why are your wares 
gunmied, yourjhops dark,'' &c^Tke City Wit, a<5l L fc I. And 
Middleton : 

" though your (hop-wares you vent 
IVith your deceiving lights^' Ac 

Any thing for a Quiet Life, a6l ii. fc. 2. 

lb, 

like an Antient that dares not fioriOi at the oath taking of the 
Pretor, 

ancient, i. e., flag, (landard. So afterwards, acfl il fc. I 
" I'm as limber as an ancient that hasflauri/hed in the rain," &c. 
the pretor, I e., the Lord Mayor. 

Page 292. 

But firra, we are come to acquednt thee with an excellent fecret, 

** Sirrah Iras, go." 

Shakefpeare's Antony and Cleopatra, a6l v. fc. 2. 
" Julia, Why, He teU thee,/frflA. 
Dorigene. No, /irrah, you shannot tell me." 
Tlie Two Merry MilAe Maids, 1620. 
And in The Wit of a Woman, 1604, Erinta fays to Gianetta, 
"But harke, ^rra, tell me one thing, if it fall out, &c 

A female was fometimes addrefled **firrah,** long after oiur 
author's days : in Etherege's Man of Mode, or Sir Fopling 
Flutter, 1676, old Bellair fays to Harriet, " Adod, /rriM, I like 
thy wit well," a€l ii. fc i. 



Ib die aoftib of Smrhwl pakmt m t^ lamrr mks of bSr 
vTxd "Sin^* whtm fjtfili^ to tvo or tkne 
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/« Frcnu "arkm I rife, ^rt. 
ki/t, or rir, v&i kmnesij cfecs sffld far rwfc 

Tags, 296. 

Kcaam^iaEaLQi/cMrriliiy, fiwuniM ^ fawpd mopohl 

Pagb 297. 

Cfyents ikst/mt m Ibtms paper. 

Onr cariy dramatHtt took a pLeafiire in malrmg their fharaftr 

mxicall terms of knr : fo Rowlej ; " I, b^ 1117 trodi, he is dow 

but a Knigfat imder Forma Papris.'* Whoiyomfet mueyom imam 

nut, 1632. 

lb. 
How ofUn hoMi I told /auy joa mnfl get a patch. 

" Eren as bltuit patcha are wome, fome for pride, fame to 
/lay tfu Rhtwme^ and fome to hide the fcab, Ac" — Jacke Drums 
Entertainment^ 1 61 6. 

** For when they did but happen for to fee 
Ikofe that txriih Rhunu a little troubled be 
Ware on their faces a round mafiiek patek^ 
Their fondnefs I pcrceiv'd fbmetime to catch 
That for a Fafhion," 

Wither's Abufa Stript and Whipt, B. ii. Sat L, p. 
p. 171, ed. 1615. 

Page 298. 
Jef what golden-winged Bee from Bybta, flies humming^ with 
Crura thymo plena. 

** At fcfTae multa referunt fe no<5le minores, 
Crura thymo plena *^ — Virgil, Georg. iv. 181. 

lb. 
breake not vp the wUdefawle. 
To break up was an old term for carving. So in Shakefpeare's 
Ixwe's Jxibour^s Lo/l, adl iv. fc I, ** Break up this capon/' i. e. 
Open thiH letter. 
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Page 300. 
at the Rhenejk wine-houfe ilk SHUyard, 

"Next to this lane on the Eaft [Cofin Lane, Dowgate Ward] 
is the Stele houfe, or Stde yarde (as they terme it), a place for 
Marchantes of Almaine," ftc. StoVs Survey 0/ LoncUmt 1598, 
p. 184. 

" Stilliard is a place in London, where the firatenutie of the 
Eaflerling Merchants, otherwife the Merchants of the Haunfe 
and Almaine, are wont to have their abode. It is fo called 
Stilliard, of a broad place or court wherein (leele was much 
fould, q. Stedeyard^ upon which that houfe is now founded.' 
Minfhew's Guide into Tongues ^ 161 7. 

**They [the Hans Town Merchants] were permitted to fell 
Rhenifli wine by retail." — Malcolm's LondoHy voL L p. 48. 

Compare with the paflage in the text : — 

"Men when they are idle, and know not what to do, faith 
one, Let us go /^ theftiUyarde and drinke Rhenijk wine" k,c — 
Narti's Pierce PennUeJfe^ ed. 1595. 

** Who would let a Cit (whofe teeth are rotten out with fwect 
meates his mother brings him from gofhippings) breathe upon 
her vemish for the promife of a dry neat's tongue and a pottle of 
Rhenijh at the ftillyard^ when (he may comanmd a blade to tofs 
and tumble her?" — Nabbes's Bride, 1640. 

The Steelyard, Stelyard, or Stilliard (in Upper Thames 
Street, in the ward of Dowgate) appears to have been fo called 
from its being the place where the King's steelyard, or beam, 
was eredled for weighing the tonnage of goods imported into 
London.— In the prefent paiTage the old ed. has "Stillyaid,' 
but twice afterwards it has ** Stilliard^* 

Page 300. 

You mujl to the pawne to buy Lawne. 

So in the curious poetical dialogue, 'TVr Merry when GoJJips 

meet, 1609, the Wife fays : — 

** In truth (kind couiTe) my comming's from the Pawn, 

But I proteft I loft my labour there : 

A Gentleman promift to give me lawne. 

And did not meet me, which he well (hall heare." 

Stanza 2nd. 
2 c c 
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Tlie Pnm (BdJkn^ Germ., a path or wmlk ; Baam^ Dntch, a 
pathwaj) was a oorridor, which fonned a kind of Bazaar, in the 
Rojal Exchange (Gieiham's). 

Page yn. 

StttrcH tk€ middle lit in Pavda^ and with thru Elkahitk 
twdut-pmca prefi tkrte knaaus, 

Perfoos of every defcription, with a ftrange want of rererence 
for the iam^itj of the fpot, ufed dailj to frequent the body of 
old St Panl's. There the yoong gallant gratified his yanity by 
ftmtting about in the mod fiidhionable attire ; there the politician 
difcnfled the lateil news ; there he who could not afford to dine 
loitered during the dinner hour; there the fervant out tf place 
tame to be engaged; there the pickpocket found the beft oppor- 
tunities for the exerdfe of his talents, Ac. 

Page 307. 
like old leronimo : gpe by^ go by. 

An allnfion to a paflage in Kyd's Spanijk Tragedy^ which has 
been ridiculed by a hod of poets :— 

" Hieronimo. Juftice, O, juilice to Hieronimo ! 
Lorenzo. Back ! fee'd thou not the king is bulie ? 
Hieronimo, O, is he fo ? 
King. Who is he that interrupts our bulineis ? 
Hieronimo. Not I. — Hieronimo, beware ; goe by, got by.^* 

Page 312. 

being gone Weflward for fmelts. 

A proverbial expreflion. In 1603 appeared a ftory-book 

(which fuggefled to Shakefpeare fome of the circumflances in 

Cymbeline) entitled Weflward for Smelts, or the Waterman* s Fare 

of Mad Merry Weftem Wenches, &c. 

lb. 

I fee Fme borne fiill to draw Dun out ath mire for you. 

GifTord thus iatisfa(5lorily defcribes a game, the allufion to 
which in Romeo and Juliet, ziSk L f c. 4, had completely puzzled 
all Shakefpeare's commentators. *^ Dun is in the mire is a 
Chridmas gambol, at which I have often played. A log of wood 
is brought into the midd of the room : this is Dun (the cart- 
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horfe), and a cry is raifed that he is fluck in the mire. Two of 
the company advance, either with or without ropes, to draw him 
out After repeated attempts, they find themfelves unable to do 
it, and call for more aiTiflance. The game continues till all the 
company take part in it, when Dim is extricated of courfe ; and 
the merriment arifes from the awkward and affe<5led efforts of the 
ruftics to lift the log, and from fundry arch contrivances to let the 
ends of it fall on one another's toes." — Note on Ben Jonfon's 
Works^ vol. vii. p. 283. 

Page 312. 
Feare not me, for a veny or two. 

» 

Veny^ or vernu, a technical term for a hit or thrufl : — 

** I L(rw» Women, look to't, the fencer gives you a veney. 
2 Law. Believe it, he hits home." 

Swetnam, 7 he Woman Hater , 1 620. 

(See Notes to Chapman's Dramatic Works, Vol. Ill, p. 360.) 

Page 313. 

Amb. / hold my life, &c. 

The old ed. prefixes to this fpeech *M»f3,"which in early 
plays often flands for ** Both ;" but here it would feem to be a 
miflakefor "Mab." 

Page 316. 

Jmpletitur^ &c. 

" Implentur veteris Bacchi pinguisque /&n«<f." Virgil, jEneid. 
L215. 

Page 318. 

Where didjl buy this buffe ? Let me not Hue, but Ilegiue thee a 
good fuite of durance. 

So, in Shakefpeare's Firfl Part of Henry /K, a(5l L fc. 2, the 

Prince lays to Falftaff with a pun, " And is not a buff jerkin a 

mofl fweet robe of durance T* — Durance was a flrong and lailing 

kind of fluff : Mr. Halliwell {Shakefpeare Society Papers^ voL 

iii. 35) cites firom The Book of Rates, ed. 1675, p. 35, — 

£ s, d. 

" Durance or \ with thred, the yard 00 06 08 

Duretty. ) with fdk, the jrard 00 10 oa" 
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Page 318. 

yomjkdl koHt myfword and hangers to paU him, 

hangen — ^i.e., firinged and ornamented loops attached to the 
girdle in which the fmall fword or dagger was fofpended : — 

** Mens fwords in hangers hang^ fail by their fide." 

Taylor the Water Poef s Vertue of a ^yU and 
NeceffUie of Hanging, Wbrks^ 1630^ p. 133. 

Page 319. 

Buy any fmedl CoaU, 

This was the common cry of colliers : fo in one of the rareft of 
plays, A Knacke to know an honeft man, 1596 : 

« Enter Lelio, Uke a coiliar, 
Lt, Will yon bay any coles, fine finall coles ?" 

Boy. Collier : how came the goofe to be put vpon you, ha ? 
lusT. lie tell thee, the Tearme lying at Winchefter, &c 
Refpe^ng the meaning and origin of the expeflion '' Winchef- 
ter goofe," fee Notes to Chapman's Dramatic Works, voL i., pp. 

342» 343. 

Page 326. 

comejhalh go to Noddy ? 

A game on the cards, which appears, from pafTages in our old 
writers, to have been played in more ways than one. 

Page 327. 
this Sa£ke tajies of Horfeflefh, 

So Glapthome ; ** This coller fpoyles my drinking, or elfe this 
fach has horfe-fe/h inU, it rides upon my ftomacke." 

The Hollander, 1640. 

The (latute 12 Car. iL c. 25, fcdl. 1 1, which forbids the adulte- 
ration of wines, mentions, among other ingredients ufed for that 
purpofe, ** nor any fort o{ flejh whatfoever." 

Page 332. 
Lordc I fir as melancholike^ &c. 

Was the performer to conclude this fpeech with any fimile that 
he thought proper ? Our old dramatifts fomctimes truded to the 
player's powers of extemporifing : fo Greene ; 
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" Faire Polyxena, the pride of Ilion, 
Fear not Achilles' over-madding boy ; 
Pyrrhus (hall not, &c. 

Souns, Orgalio, why fuffereft thou this old trot to come fo 
nigh me ?" 

Orlando Furiofo^ Dram, JVorks, i. 43, ed. Dyce. 
And Heywood ; 

" Jockie is led to whipping over the (iagCf /j^aJkingJome itfords, 
but of no importance.** 

Edward the Fourth^ Part Sec. ed. 1619. 

Page 335. 

JVhats bad I follow, yet I fee whats good, 

•* Video meliora proboque, deteriora fequor." Ovid, Met. vil. 
20. 

Page 336. 

or els take me a lodging in Cole harbour. 

Or Coal-harbour — a corruption of Cold-harbour, or Coldhar- 
borough, was an old building in Dowgate Ward. Stow {Sutvty^ 
p. 188, ed. 1598,) teUs us, " The laft deceafed Earle [of Shrewl- 
bury] tooke it down, and in place thereof builded a great num- 
ber of fmall tenements, now letten out for great rents to people 
of all forts." — Debtors and perfons not of the mod refpe<fbible 
chara<5ler ufed to take reiiige there. Middleton calls it '' the 
devil's fandhLary." A Trick to catch the old one^ — JVorks, ii 55, 
ed. Dyce. 

Page 339. 

if all the great Turks Concubins were but like thee^ the ten- 
penny infidel I fhould neuer, kc 

So Dekker, in Satiroma/Hx, 

** Wilt fight, TUrke-a-tenpence T 

Page 345. 

Sfoote weele dance to Norwich. 

An allufion to a feat of Kempe, the zj^or, of which he pub- 
lilhed an account, called Kemps Nine Dales Wonder, performed 
in a daunce from London to Norwich, 1600, 4to. It has been 
reprinted by the Camden Society from the unique copy in the 
Bodleian Library. 
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Pack 345. 

mfantafikke amdUghUhmded to tkeeyt, as fdhir-wuiiers^hmt at 
pmn about the heart as if we dwdt among/l 'em m Black Fryers. 

Bbckfriais was £uiied for the refklence of Pmitans, fome of 
wium, mod incoofiilentlj with their religions opinions^ Ibllowed 
the txade of feather-maldng. 

Page 347. 
/ datiht that olde Hag Gillian of Braineford has bewUcht wu, 

GiDian, Julian, or Joan of Bientfoid was a repated witch of 
Ibme celebrity. 

lyl of hreynifords tefiament. Newly compUedy n. <L, 410, coa- 
fifting of ei|^t leaves, is among the rarell of black-letter tiadb ; 
it was written by Robert, and printed by William, Copland. In 
this ycrj low and Yolgar prodndtion no mention is made of GO- 
Han's being addi^ied to witchcraft : the following are a few lines 
from it r— 

" At Brentford on the well of London 

Nygh to a place yt called is Sycm 
There dwelt a widow of a homly fort 

Honed in fubftaimce and full of fport 
Daily (he cowd wt paflim and Jeftes 

Among her neyghbours and her gelles 
She kept an Inne of ryght good lodgyng 

For all eftates that thyder was comyng." 

The reader who has any curiolity to know what Gillian be- 
queathed to her friends, may gratify it by turning to Na(h's Sunt' 
mers lafl will and tejlament^ 1600. 

It appears from Henilowe's Diary that (he was a chara<5ler in 
a play written by Thomas Dowton [or Downton] and Samuel 
Redly [Rowley ?], produced in February, 1598-9, and mentioned 
there under the title of " Fryer Fox and gy lien of BranfordeJ'^ 

In the 4to. of Shakefpeare*s Merry Wives of Windfor, 1602, 
when Miftrefs Page fays that Faldaff 

" might put on a gowne and a muffler, 
And fo efcape." 
Miilre(s Ford anfwers, 

" Thats wel remembred, my maids aunt, 
Gillian of Brainford^ hath a gowne aboue." 
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Page 349. 

Long-Meg of Weflminfter. 

An Amazon often alluded to by our old writers. She was the 
heroine of a play, named after her, and a^led firil in 1594, as we 
learn from Henflowe's Diary. She alfo figured in a ballad entered 
on the Stationers' books in that year. In 1635 appeared a tradl 
entitled TTie Life of Long Meg of WeflminfUr^ coniainitig the 
mad merry prankesfhe played in her lifetime^ <5r*f . 

lb, 

Mary Ambree 

Was as famous as the lady lafl mentioned. The valorous a^ 
performed at Gaunt by the brave bonnie lafs Mary Ambr^, who in 
menge of her lovers death did play her part mofl gallantly^ may 
be found in Percy's Reliques^ vol. ii p. 240^ ed. 181 2. 

Page 353. 
play mad Hamlet ; and crie Reuenge ! 

One of the numerous paflages in contemporary writers which 
atteft the popularity of Shakefpearc*s Hamlet, 

See Dekker's ScUiromaflix (vol. i. page 229), "My name's 
Hamlet reuenge.'* 

Page 354. 
Thi torchmen and whifflers had an Item to receiue him, 
Refpe<5ling the meaning and derivation of this word, fee Notes 
to Chapman's Dramatic Works, vol. i. p. 342. 

Page 357. 

3 mery men^ & 3. mery men, &»c, 

A fragment of an old fong. See Dyce*s edition of Peele's 
Works^ voL i. p. 208, fee ed. ; and the notes of the commentators 
on Shakefpeare's Tkvelfth Night, adl ii. fc. 3. 

lb. 

Who my ouerthwart neighbour : 

Generally ufed for crofs, contradidlious — but here it feems 
merely to mean oppofite, as in the The Merry DevUl of 
Edmonton, 1626 : ** Body of Saint George, this is mine qvcT' 
thwart neighbour hath done this." 
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Pagb 560. 
tko they hrtmghi more aiomt ^kim than Captaine CandUhis 
vmagecanu to. 

The name of Thomas Cavendifli ( — who^ Culing from Plymouth 
in I $86, with three infignificant veiTeb, plundered the coaft of 
New Spain and Peru, captured oiT California, a Spaniih admiral 
of feven hundred tons, and haying drcnnmavigated the globe^ 
returned to England with a very large fortune, in 1588 — ) is fre- 
quently abbreviated by our old writers : so Brome ; 

" Cdndijk and Hawkins, Furbilher, all our vojragers. 
Went fhort of Mandevile." 

The Antipodes^ 1640 (Dramatic Works, yoL iii) 
This contra<%on is fcarcely yet out of ufe ; 

<' When Chatfworth talles no Ca^ndi/k bounties, 
Let fame forget this collly countefs." 
Epitaph by Horace Walpole, in his Letters to Afoniagu, p. 207* 

Page 361. 

fet the Hares-head ogainH the Goo/e-giiiets, 

A proverbial expreflion, (ignifying to balance things, to fet 
one againfl another : compare Field's Amends for LeuHes^ 
ed. 1639 ; and Middleton's A Trick to catch the old one, — 
WorkSf ii. 78, ed. Dycc. Sometimes it occurs with a flight varia- 
tion : ** fet the Hare /^r againfl the Goofe giblets.'* Rowley's 
Match at Midnight^ 1 633. ** Ide fet mine olde debts againft my 
new driblets, and the hare's foot againll the goofe giblets.** 
Dekker's Shoomakers Holiday^ i6oo,yi</r<i, voL L) 

Page 362. 

Looke you, your Schoole-maifUr has bin in France, and loft his 
hayre. 

Here we mud fuppofe Jufliniano to pull off the faUe hair 
which aflifled his difguife : he alludes to the effeifb of the vene« 
real, or, as it was called, the French difcafe. 
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